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THE 

R O S C I A D. 

ROSCIUS deceased, each high arpiring playV 
Pufli'd all his intVcft for the vacant chair ; 
The bulkinM heroes of theWimic ftage 
No longer whine in love, and rant and rage ; 
1'he monarch quits his throne, and condefcends 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends; 
For pity's fake tells undeferv'd mifhaps. 
And, their applaufe to gain, recounts his claps. Ir 
Thus the viQorious chiefs of ancient Rome, 
To win the mob, a fuppliant's form afiiime ; 
In pompous drain 6^t o'er th' extinguifh'd war. 
And (hew where honour bled in evVy fear. 

But though bare Merit might in Rome appear 
The ftrongeft plea for favour, 'tis not here ; 
We form our judgment in another way ; 
And they will bed fucceed, who bed can pay : 
Tbofe, who would gain the votes of Britiih tribes, 
Miift add to force of Merit, force of Bribes. 

What can an ador give ? in ev'ry age 
Cafli bath been rudely banifli'd from the dage ; 
Monarchs themfelvcs, to grief of ev'ry play V, 
Appear as often as their image there : 
Tbiqr can't, like candidate for other feat. 
Pour ftMs id wtDC, and mountam xixt^ ol mt^x. 
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Wine! they could bribe you with the world as foon; 
And of roaft beef, they only know the tune : 
But what they have they give ; could Clivk dc 
more, [four i 

Though for each million he had brought home 

Shuter keeps open houfe at Southwark fair. 
And hopes the friends of humour will be there. 
In Smithfield, Yates prepares the rival treat 
For thofe who laughter love, inftead of meat I 
FooTE, at Old Houfe, for even Foote will be. 
In felf-conceit, an aSor, bribes with tea ; 
Which Wilkinson at fecond-hand receives. 
And at the N€w, pours water on the leaves. 

The town divided, each runs fevVal ways. 
As pafTion, humour, int'reft, party, fways. 
i Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 
4 Shape of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 
A drefs well chofen, or a patch mifplac'd. 
Conciliate favour, or create diftafte. 

From galleries loud peals of laughter roll. 
And thunder Shuter's praifes, — he's fo droU. 
Embox'd, the ladies muft have fomething fmart. 
Palmer ! Oh 1 Palmer tops the janty part. 
Seated in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes. 
Looks up, and vows that Barry's out of llze ; 
Whilft to fix feet the vigorous ftripling grown. 
Declares that Garrick is another Coan. 

When place of judgment is by whim fupply*dj 
And OUT opinions have their rife in pride \ 
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When, in difcourfing on each mimic elf. 
We praife and cenfure with an eye to felf ; 
All muft meet friends, and Ac km an bids as fair 
In fuch a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 

At length agreed, all fquabbles to decide. 
By fome one judge the caufe was to be try*d ; 
But this their fquabbles did afre/h renew. 
Who ihould be judge in fuch a trial: — Who? 

For Johnson fome^ but Johnson, it was 
fear*d, [pcar'd ; 

Would be too grave; and Sterne too gay ap- 
Others for Franklin voted; but *twas known^ 
He ficken'd at all triumphs but his own ; 
For Colman many, but the peevifli tongue 
Of prudent Age found out that he was Young. 
For Murphy fome few piPfnng wits declared, 
Whilft FoLLT dapp'd her hands, and Wisdom 
ftarU 

To mifchief train'd, e'en from his mother's 
womb. 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manhood's bloom^ 
Adopting arts, by which gay villains rife. 
And reach the heights, which honeft men defpife ; 
Mute at the bar, and in the fenate loud. 
Dull 'mongft the dulled, proudeft of the proud ; 
A pert prim Prater of the nortbern race. 
Guilt in his heart, and famine in his face. 
Stood forth, — and thrice he wav'd his lily hand— 
And thrice he twirPd his Tye— thrice ftrok'd his 

B 3 *^ ^^ 
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'' At Friend(hip*8 call, (thus oft inth tratf ron 
*• aim, 
<< Men, void of faith, uftirp fiiith's facred name) 
** At Friend(hip't call I come, by Murphy feet, 
♦* Who thus by mc dtvelopes his intent. 
*' But left, trantfuf^d, the Spirit ihould be loft, 
** That Spirit, which in ftorms of iUr/ViV toft, 
" Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, 
*^ In his own words his own intentions bear. 

** Thanks to my friends.— But to vile fortunes 

" born, 
** No robes of fur thefe (houlders muft adorn. 
** Vain your applaufe, no aid from thence I draw; 
•' Vainallmy wit,— for what is wit inlaw? [gain 
*' Twice (cursed rememb'rancc I) twice I ftrovt to 
<< Admittance 'moogft ibe Uw-ioftrofted train, 
^ Wbotn the TiMPLt and OratVInn prepare 
^< For client's wretcfced feet the lepl faare ; 
*' Dead to thofe arts^ which polifli and vefine^ 
** Deaf to all worth, becaufe that worth was MiifK» 
** Twice did thofe blockheads ftartle at my name^ 
** Andf foul rejedion 1 gave me up to flume. 
** To laws and lawyers then I bad adieu, 
'' And plans of br more tib'ral note purfue. 
^ Who will may be a Judge— • my Idndling bread 
'^ Burns for that Chair which Roscius once pof^ 

H fefs'd. 
^ Hen give your votes, your tnt*reft bin exert, 
^ And let Sttccdi for 99ui attend Defert** 

With fleek appearaiice, and with aodilinK pace, 
AadL type at vacant head, Villi VKis^tsi^ 



THE ROSCIAD. 7 

The Proteus Hill put in bis modefi plea, ^ 

Let Favour fpeak for others, Worth for me/'— • 
or who, like him, his various pow'rs could call 
ito fo many fliapes, and (bine in all ? 
/ho could fo nobly grace 4ie motley lift, 
£^or, Infpeaor, Dofkor, Botanift > 
news any one fo well, fure no one knows,-— 
t once to play, prefcribe, compound, compoTe j 
/ho can ? — 'But Woodward came»-^HiLL 

flipp'd away, 
[citing, like ghofts before the rifing day. 

With that hw C v bimimo which in fools fupplies, 
nd amply too, the pfa^e of being wife, 
/^hich nature, kbdindulgetit parent, gave 
b qualify the Blockhead for a Knave % 
i^ith atuixfnmib Falshood, whofo appearance 

diarmsy 
nd reafon of each wholefome doubt diiarms^ 
i/^hich to the loweft depths of guile defcends, 
y vileft means purfues the vileft ends, 
V'ears Friendfhip^s ma(k for purpofes of fpite, 
awns in the day, and Butchers in the night \ 
^ith that mdUgnant Envt, which turns pale, 
jid fickens, even if a friend prevail, 
^hich merit and fuccefs purfoes with hate, 
Lud damns the worth it cannot imitate; 
Vith the cold Caution of a coward^s fpleen, 
Vhich fears not guilt, but always feeks a fcreen, 
Vhich keeps this maxim ever in her view— 
Vbai^s hajtlj donif JbouU be dont fafely t99 ; 

B 4 WvtK 
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With that dull, rooted, callous iMPUDENCEf 
Which, dead to fhame> and ev'ry nicer fenfe^ 
Ne*er blufh'd, unlefs, in fpreading Vice's fnares. 
She blunderM on fomc Virtue unawares ; 
With all thefe bleflings, which we feldom find 
LavifliM by Nature on one happy mind, 
A Motley Figure, of the Fribble Tribe, 
Which Heart can fcarce conceive, or pen defcribc, 
CsLtnt^mpVing on; to afcertain whofe fex 
Twelve fage impannell'd Matrons would perplex. 
Nor Male, nor Female ; Neither, and yet both ; 
Of Neuter Gender, tho* of Irijb growth j 
A fix-foot fuckling, mincing in its gait ; 
Affcded, peevifli, prim, and delicate ; 
Fearful // feem'd, tho* of Athletic make. 
Left brutal breezes (hould loo roughly ihake 
Its tender form, and favage motion fpread 
O'er its pale cheeks the horrid manly red. 

Much did // talk, in it$ own pretty phrafej 
Of Genius and of Tafte, of PlayVs and Plays ; 
Much too of writings, which Itfelf had wrote. 
Of fpecial merit, tho* of little note; 
For fate, in a ftrange humour, had decreed 
That what // wrote, none but Itfelf (hould read ; 
Much too // chattered of Dramatic Laws, 
Misjudging Critics, and mifplac'd applaufe, 
Then, with a felf-complacent jutting air, 
ItfmiVd, it f mirk* d, it wriggTd to the chair ; 
And with an aukward briiknefs not its own. 
Looking around^ and perking on the throne, 

Ttv\MXv^K'axvt 
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Triumphant fceaiM^ when that ftrange favage 

Dame, 
Known but to few, or only known by name. 
Plain Common Sense, appear'd, by Nature there 
Appointed, with plain Truth, to guard the Chair. 
The pageant faw, and blafted with her frown. 
To Its firft (late of Nothing melted down. 

Nor (hall the Muse (for even there the pride 
Of this vain Nothing (hali be mortified) 
Nor fhall the Muse ((houldFate ordain her rhimes. 
Fond pleafing thought 1 to live in after-times ) 
With fuch a Trifler's name her pages blot; 
Known be the Charader, the Thing forgot ; 
Let //, to difappoint each future aim, 
Livi without SeXf and die without a Name I 

Cold-blooded critics, by enervate fires 
Scarce hammered out, when nature's feeble fires 
GlimmerM their lad ; whofe fluggifli blood, half- 
froze, [glows. 
Creeps labVing thro* the veins ; whofe heart ne'er 
With fancy-kindled heat : — A fervile race, 
Who, in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient fchools. 
Bigots to Greece, and flaves to mufty rules ; 
With folemn confequence declared that none 
Could judge that caufe but Sophocles alone. 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
Obfequious to the facred diflate, bow'd. 

B 5 VTV^xv, 
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When, from amidft the dirOng, t Yootk ftood 
forth. 
Unknown his perfon, fx>t unknown hit worth ; 
His looks befpoke apptatife; alone he ftood» 
Alone he ftemm'd the mighty critic flood. 
He talk'd of ancienu^ 9s the man became 
Who prizM our own, btet envied not their Amie ; 
With noble reverence fj^ke of Greece and Rome» 
And icom*d to tear the bmel from the lomb. 

*^ But more than jnft to other ^coontrks grown,. 
^ Muft we turn bafe apoftates to our own ? 
^< W here do thefe words oFGreece and Rome excels 
'< That En^and may not pleafe the ear as well? 
^' What mighty magic's in the place or air, 
^* That all perfedion necdl muft centre there ^ 
.*' In ftates, kt flrangers Utndly be preferr'd;. 

f << In ftate of letters, Merit fhould be heard. 
** Genius is of no country, her pure ray 

7 ** Spreads all abroad, as genVal as the day t 
<< Foe to reftraint, from place to place (he flies^ 
^ And may hereafter e'en in Holland rife. 
^ May not, to give a pleafing fancy (cope, 
*' And chear a patriot heart with patriot hope;; 
<' May not fome great extcnfive genius raife, 
** The name of Britam 'bove Athenian praife ; 

' ^* And, whilft brave thirft of fame his bolbm warms,. 
*< Make England great in Letters as in Arms ? 
**. There may— there hath— and Sbakksvearx's 

mofeaj^ca 
^ Bqfwd the reach oCGrMt} widi native fires^ 

^ Mfiyatlti^ 



/ 
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«< Mounting aloft, he wings his daring. ffig)itf 
'* Whilft SOPHOCLES below (Unds trembling a 

<< hU.height. 
«« Why (hould wc then abroad for judgps roam^ 
*« When abler judges wc may find at home ? 
'' Happy in tragic and in -comic pow'rPs 
•« Have we not Sbakmpbam ?— Is not Johk* 

** SON ours? 
•• For them, your mifral judges, Britons, vote; 
** 1 hey'll judge like Britons, who like Britons 

*• wrote*' 

He faid^ and conqucrM— Senfe refiim*d her fway. 
And difoppointed pedants (Ulk*d away. 
Shak£Spxak£ and Johnson, with defervM ap- 

plaufe. 
Joint-judges were oidainM to try the caufe. 
Mean-time the (Iranger evVy voice employed. 
To alkpr tell his wmc*~** Who is it ?*^— Lloyd. 

Thus, when the aged friends of Job ftood mute^ 
And, tamely prndent, gave jop the di^te^ 
Elihu, with the decent warnuh of youth. 
Boldly ftood forth the advocate of Truth ^ 
Confuted Falftiood, and difabled pride, 
Whilil baffled age ftood fnarling; at his (ide. 

The day of tryal's fix'd, nor any fear 
Left day of tryal ihould be put off here- 
Caiifes but feldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are fevv^ fees none at alL 



t:v\ 



^° bribes ^l^T^''^''^ ''*''>» 

*"*'»«<* as oMFoi 

. 'n tfic fir/l feat .« l 
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Next Johnson (at, in antient learning train'df 
His rigid Judgment Fancy's flights reftrain'd, 
Corredly pnin'd each, wild luxuriant thought^ 
Mark'd out her couric, nor fpar'd a glorious fault 
The book of man he read with ntceft art^ 
And ranfack'd all the fecrets of the heart ; 
Exerted Penetration's utmoft force, 
And traced each paflion to its proper fource. 
Then, ftrongly mark'd, in livelieft colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth to public view. 
Tht Coxcomb felt a lafli in evVy word, 
And fools hung out, their brother fools deterr'd. 
His comic humour kept the world in awe. 
And Laughter frighten'd Folly more than Law. 

But, hark I — The trumpet founds, the crowd 
gives way. 
And the proceflion comes in juft array. 

Now ihould I, in fome fwe^t poetic line, 
Ofier up incenfe at Apollo's fhrine; 
Invoke the mufe to quit her calm abode. 
And waken mem'ry with a fleeping ode. 
For how (hould mortal man, in mortal verfe, 
Their titles, merits, or their names rehearfe ? 
But give, kind Dulnefs, memory and rhime. 
We'll put off Genius till another time. 

Firft, ORDER came,— with folemn ftep, and 
flow. 
In meafur'd time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caft his eye. 
Left Thb Ihould quit his place, That fte? awry. 
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Appearances to fave his only care ; 
So things fcem right, no niattcr whtt they aa-c. 
In him bis parents faw themfefres renewed. 
Begotten by fir Critic on faini Prude. 

Then came drum, irumpft^bautlH^yyfiddk\ flute ^ 
Next fnuffefy fweeper^ pifi^^f foiditr^ mute: 
Legions of angels afl in white iadvance ; 
Furies, all fire, come forward in a'dance: 
^ntomimc figures then arc brought to view. 
Fools hand in hand with fools, go two by twa 
Next came the treasurer of either houfe; 
One with full purfe, t'oiher wtth not a fou5f 

Behind a group of figures awe create. 
Set off with all th' impertinence of ftate f 
By lace and feather confecrate to fame. 
Expletive kings, and queens without a' name. 

Here Havard, all fercne,in the fame ftrains,. 
Xoves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains ; 
His eafy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. 
With him came mighty Da vies. — On my life. 
That Da VIES hath a very pretty wife! 
Statefman all over ! — In plots famous grown I — 
He mouths a fentence, as curs mouth a bone. 

Next Holland came. — With truly tragic ftalk,, 
He creeps, he flies.— A Hero fhould not walk* 
As if with heaven he warred, hi« eager eyes 
Planted their batteries agaiaft the fldes» 
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Attitude, adion, air, paufe, ftart, figh^ groan. 
He borrow'ci, ami made uie of as his ownw 
By fbftiuie thrown on any other (lage. 
He might, perhaps, have pleasM an eafy age^ 
But now appears a copy, and no more. 
Of fetnething better we have feen before. 
The ador who would build a folid fame, 
Muft imitation's ferviie arts difclaim ; 
Ad from hii^nfelf on his own bottom (land. 
1 hate e'en Garrick thus at fecond hand* 

Behind came King. — Bred up in noodeft lorc^ 
Bafhful and young he fought Hibernia's (hore ^ 
Hibernia, fam'd, 'bove cv'ry other grace. 
For nvatchlefs intrepidity of face. 
From her his Features caught the gen'rous flame. 
And bid defiance to all fenie of (hame : 
Tutor'd by her all rivals to furpafs, 
'Mongft Drurt's fons he comes, and fliines in 
Brass* 

Lo Yates ! — Without the leaft finefle of art 
He gets applaufe ! — I wiih he'd get his part- 
When hot impatience is in full career. 
How vilely *• Hark'el Hark'e!" grates the ear? 
When afiive fancy from the brain is fent. 
And (lands oq tip-toe for fome wi(h'd event,. 
I hate thofe carelefs blunders which recall 
Sufpending fenfe, and prove it fiSion all. 

In charafters of tow and vulgar mould, 
Wlicre namre's coarfeft features vi^ >aOwi\&t 
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Where, deftitute of cv^rj decent gracCy 
Unmanner'd jeib are blarted- ia^your fecc* 
There Yates with juftice ftriA attention dnvs^ 
A38 truly from himfelf, end gains appkuTe. 
But when, to pleafe hbnfelf or charm his wife^ 
He aims at fomething in politcrijifef 
When, blindly thwarting Nature*! flobbom pUn, 
He treads the ftage, by way of gehtlenuuiy 
l*he fop, who no one touch of breeding knowa. 
Looks like Tom Errand drefs'd in CuMCHBR'a, 

cloaths. 
Fond of his drefs, fond of his perfon grown, 
Laugh'd at by all, and to hrmfelf unknownt 
From fide to fide he ftruts, he fmiles^ he prateSf 
And feems to wonder what's become of YATRa. 

Woodward^ eadowM with ?artoas powers of 
face. 
Great mailer in the fcience of grimace, . 
From Ireland ventures, fav'rite of the town> 
Lur'd by the pleafing profpeA of renown ; 
A fqueaking Harlequin made up ci whim. 
He twiAs, he twines, be tortures ev'ry limb, 
Plays to the eye with a mere monkey's art. 
And leaves to fenie the conqueft of the heart 
We laugh indeed, but on rdIe£Uon's birth^ 
We wonder at onrfehres, and curfe our mirth. 
His walk of parts he fatally mifplac'd, 
And inclination fondly took for tafle ; 
Hence bath the Town fo often feen difplayM ^ 
Beao in Burlefqne, High Life in Malqoende. 

|SVf 
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But when bold Wits, not fuch as patch up plays. 

Cold and corred in thefe infipid days. 

Some comic charafier, ftrong-featur'd, urge 

To probability's extremeft verge, 

Where modeft judgment her decree fufpends. 

And for a time, nor cenfures, nor commends. 

Where critics can't determine on the fpot. 

Whether it b in Nature found or not. 

There Woodward fafely (hall his powers exert. 

Nor fail of favour where he ihews defer.t. 

Hence he in Bobadil fuch praifes bore. 

Such worthy praifes, Kitely fcarce had more. 

By turns transfbrm'd into all kinds of (hapes, 
Confiant to none, Footx laughs, cries, ftruts, 

and fcrapes : 
Now in the centre, now in van or rear, 
The Proteus (hifts. Bawd, Parfon, Auftionier, 
His ftrokes of humour, and his burfts of fport 
Are all contain'd in this one word, Didort. 
Doth a man (hitter, look a-fquint, or halt? 
Mimics draw humour out of Nature's fault : 
With pecfonal defe£b their mirth adorn. 
And hang misfortunes out to public fcom. 
E'en I, whom Nature caft in hideous mould. 
Whom having made (he trembled to behold. 
Beneath the load of mimicry may groan. 
And find that Nature's errors are my own. 

Shadows bdiind of Foote and Woodwaed 
came; 
Wilkinson this, Obrixn was that name. 
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Some errors, handed down from age to age. 
Plead Cuftom's force, and dill poflefs the ftagb. 
That's vile — (hould we a parent's faults adore. 
And err, bccaufe our fathers err'd before ? 
If inattentive 10 the author's mind. 
Some adors made the jefl they could not find. 
If by k)w tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mein. 
And blurr'd the graces of the fimple fcene^ 
Shall we, if reafoo rightly is employ'd. 
Not fee their faults, or feeing not avoid ? 
When Falst A FF (lands deteSed in a lye, 
Why, without meaning, rowb Love's glafly eye? 
Why? — There's no caufc-i— at lead no caufe wc 

know— 
It was the Fafhion twenty years ago» 
Fafhioo — i word which knaves and foots may uie 
Their knavery and folly to ezcufey 
To copy bcauticsi forfieiu all pretence 
To fiw^— to copy hxAUf is want of fea&. 

Yet (tho' in fome particulars he fails. 
Some few particulars where Mode prevails) 
If in thefe hallow'd times, wheD fober, fad. 
All Gentlemen are melancholy mad. 
When 'tis not deem'd fo great a crime by half 
To violate a veftal, as to laugh. 
Rude mirth may hope prefumptuous to engage 
An aft of Toleration for the ftage, 
And courtiers will, like reafonable creatures, 
Sgfpcnd vain Fafliion, and un(crew their lectures, 

Old 
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Old Falst AFF, playM by Love, (hall pl^fe once 

more, J 

And humour fet the audience io a roar. 

AQors I've feen, and of no vulgar name. 
Who, being from one part poflefsM of fame,- 
Whether they are to laugh, cry, *%hine or bawT, 
Still introduce that favVite part in all. 
Here, Love, be cautious — ne'er be thou betray'd 
To call in that wag FALSTAFF*sdang'rous aid ; 
Like Goths of old, however he feems a friend. 
He'll feize that throne, you wifli him to defend. 
In a peculiar mould by Humour caft. 
For Falstaff fam'd — Himfclf the Firft and 

Laft— 
He (lands aloof from all«*maintains his ftate^ 
And fcorns, like Scotfmen^ to aflimilate. 
Vain all difguife — too plain we fee the trick, 
Tho* the knight wears the weeds of Dominic» 
And Boniface, difgrac'd, betrays the fmack. 
In Anno Domini, of Falst aff's fact 

Arms crofs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, feet march- 
ing flow, 
A band of malecontents with fpleen overflow j 
Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fog. 
Which pride, like Phoebus, draws from cv'ry bogt 
They curfe the managers, and corfe the town, 
Whofc partial favour keeps fuch merit down. 

But if fome man^ more hardy than the reft» 
Should dare attack thefe gnttlings in their neft ; 
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A t once rhey rife with impotence of rage, 
Whel \^eir fmall (Irings, and buzz about the flage. 
•* *'] is breach cf privilege ! — Shall any dare 
•* To arm fatyric truth againft a play'r?. 
•* Prefcriptive rights we plead time out of mind ; 
** Aflors, unlafli'd themfclves, may lafh mankind.*' 

What ! (hall opinion then, of nature free 
And libVal as the vagrant air, agree 
To ruft in chains like thefe, impos'd by Things 
Which, lefs than nothing, ape the pride of kings ? 
No,— though half-poets with half- players join 
To curfe the freedom of each honed line ; 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek. 
What the mufe freely thinks, (he'll freely fpeak ; 
With juft diftiain of ev'ry paltry fnccr. 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear. 
Id purpofe fix'd, and to herfelf a rule. 
Public Contempt (hall wait the Public FooL 

Austin would always gliflen in French filks, 
AcicMAN wouU Norris be, and Packer, Wilkes. 
For who, like Ackman, can with humour pleafe ? 
Who can, like Packer, charm with fprightlyeafe? 
Higher than all the reft, fee Bransby ftrut: 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput I 
Ludicrous nature I which at once could fhew 
>g» ^A man fo very high, fo very Low. 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I fay 
Ao^t hurtful, may I never fee the play. 



\.tx 
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Let critics, with a fupercilious air. 

Decry thy various merit, and declare 

Frenchman is ftill at top ; — but fcom that rage 

Which, in attacking thee, attacks the age. 

French follies, univerfally embrac'd. 

At once provoke our mirth^ and form our taftc. 

Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd, 
Ac random cenfurM, wantonly abus'd^ 
Have Brit ons drawn their fport, with partial vie^ 
Form'd gen'ral notions from the rafcal few ; 
Condemned a people, as for vices known. 
Which, fipom their country banifli'd, feek our own 
At length, howe'er, the flavifli chain is broke. 
And Senfe awaken'd, fcoms her ancient yoke : 
Taught by thee, Moodt, we now learn to raife 
Mirth from their foibles ; from their virtues, praift 

Next came the legion, which our Summir Ba yb 
From Alleys, here and there, contrived to raife, 
FlufhM with vaft hopes, and certain to fucceed^ 
With Wits who cannot write, and fcarce can read 
Veterans no more fupport the rotten caufe. 
No more from Elliot's worth they reap applauf 
Each on faimfelf determines to rely. 
Be Yates difbanded, and let Elliot fly. 
Never did playVs fo well an Author fit. 
To Nature dead, and foes dedar'd to Wit. 
So loud each tongue, fo empty was each head. 
So much they talk'd, fo very little faid. 
So wondVous dull, and yet fo wond'rous vain^ 
At once fo willing and \mflt to m^ci^ 
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That Retfon fwore, npr would the oath recall. 
Their mighty Master's foul informM them alL 

As one with various difappointments fad. 
Whom Dullnefs only kept from being mad. 
Apart from all the reft great Murphy came— 
Coimnon to foob and wits, the rage of fame. 
What tho* the fons of Nonfenfe hail him Si&B, 
Auditor, AuTROR, Mana<:sr, and *Squir£, 
His reOlefi ibaVs ambition ftops not there. 
To maloe lus triumphs perfie£l, dubb him Play'r. 

In peribo tall, a figure ibrmM to pkafe* 
If §ymra«try codd charmt depriv'd of cafe, 
When nradDnteft he ftands, we all approve ; 
What pity 'tis the thing was made to move» 

His voice, m one dull deep unvaried found. 
Seems to break forth from caverns under ground. 
From holkw cheft the low fepulchral note 
Unwitting heaves, and ftruggks in his throat 

Could authors butcherM give an a3or grace. 
All muft to him refign the foremoft place. 
When he attempts, in foine oue fav'rite part. 
To ape the feelings of a maaly heart. 
His honeft features the difguife defy. 
And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 

Still in extremes he knows no happy mean. 
Or raving mad, or ftupidfy ferene. 
In cold-wrought fcenes the lifelefs ador flags. 
In paflSon tears the paflion into rags* 

Oak 
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Can none remember? Ycs,-rl know all muft— 
When in the Moor he ground his teeth to dttft» 
When o'er the (lage he Foll/s ftandard bore, 
Whilft Common-Sense flood trembling at die 
door. 

How few are found with real talents ble&'d. 
Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reft. 
Man from his fphere eccentric ftarts aftray ; 
AH hunt for fame ; but moft miftake the way. 
Bred at St. Omer's to the Shuffling trade. 
The hopefukyouth a Jefuit might have made. 
With various reading ftor'd his empty ikull. 
Learned without fenfe, and venerably dull ; 
Or at fome Banker's defk, like many more. 
Content to tell that two and two make four. 
His name had flood in City Annals fair. 
And Prudent Dullness mark'd him for a 
Mayor. 

What then could tempt thee, in a cridc age. 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ftage ? 
Could it be worth thy wond'rous wafte of pains? 
To publifh to the world thy lack of brains? 
Or might not reafon, e'en to thee, have fhewn 
Thy greateft praife had been to live unknown ? 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, defpair : 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne high-plac'din Smithfield view» 
To facrcd Dullness and her first-born due. 
Thither with hafte in happy hour repair. 
Thy birtb-rigbt claim^ nor fear a iWal there. 
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TER himfeff (hall own thy jufter claim, * 
vENALLEiDGERspufftheirMuRPHY'snamc, 
ilft Vauchan or Dapper, call him which 

yott will, 
1 blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 

here rule fecurc from critics and from fenfe, 
once (hall Genius rife to give offence; 

nal peace (hall blefs the happy (hore, 
LITTLE FACTIONS break thy reft no more. 

om CovBNT-G ARDEN crowds promifcuous go, 
om the mufe knows not, nor defires to know, 
fans they feem'd, but knew of arms no more 
n if, till that time, arms they never bore ; 
: Weftminfter militia train'd to 6ght, 
y fcarcely knew the left hand from the right, 
im'd among fuch troops to (hew their head, 
ir chiefs were fcatter'd, and their heroes fled. 

PARKS at his glafs fat comfortably down 
fepVate frown from fmile, and fmile from frown» 
TH the genteel, the airy, and the fmart, 
TH was ju(l gone to fchdbl to fay his party 
IS (a misfortune which we often meet) 
s faft afleep at dear Statira's feet; 
iTiRA, with her hero to agree, 
id on her feet as faft adcep as he. 
CKLiN, who largely deals in half-formM (bunds, 
wantonly tranfgrefTes Nature's bounds, 
ofe Ading's hard, a(fe£ted, and conflraiti^d^ 
lofe features as each other they dv(d-AXu'd^ 

OL.l C t^"^ 



Xiarangu'd, gave Lcclur 
Almoft as good a fpeal 
Whilft the whole town. 
An auk ward rage of Ei 
PnllCiTs and grave Div 
AndjoinwithSH£RiDAN' 
Shuter, who never car' 
Whether he left out nonfe 
WJio aim'd at wit, tho', I 
The random arrow fcldom 
At Iflington, all by the p 
Where city fwains in lap of 
Where, quiet as her fl rains 
That all the patron by the 1 
fecrct at night, with Rolt 
The plan of future operat 
Projc^ed fchennes the fumn 
And fpin out hannv r-" 



T H E R O C S I A D. 27 

On one fide Folly fits, by fome calTd Fun, 
And on the other, his arch-patron Lun.. 
Behind, for liberty a-thirft in vain, 
Senfe, helplefs captive, drags the galling chain. 
Six rude mif-fhapen beads the chariot draw. 
Whom Reafon loaths, and Nature never faw. 
Menders, with tails of ice, and heads of fire ; 
Gorgons and hydras, and chimeras dire. 
Fach was beftrode by full as monflrous uij^lit. 
Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hcrmapiiroditc. 
The Town, as ufual, met him in full cry ; 
The Town, as ufual, knew no reafon why. 
But Fafhion fo directs, and Moderns raifc 
OnFafhion'smould'ringbafc, their tranfient pralfc, 

Mext to the field a band of females draw 
Their force; for Britain owns no Salique f. aw: 
Juft to their worth, we female rights admit. 
Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 

Firft» gigging, plotting chamber-maids arrive 
Hoydens and romps, led on by GenVal Clive. 
In fpite of outward blemifhes (he (hone; 
For Humour fam*d, and Humour all her own. 
Eafy as if at Home the flage (he trod ; 
jrt Nor (ought the critic*s praife, nor fearM his rod. 

Original in fpirit and in eafe, 
e^ I She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleafe. 
I No comic adrefs ever yet could raife, 
I On humour's bafe^ more merit or more praife. 
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With all the native vigour of fixteen. 
Among the merry troop confpicuous feen. 
See lively Pope advance in jig, and trip 
Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 
Not without Art, but yet to Nature true, 
jShe charms the town with humour juft, yet new. 
ChearM by her promife, we the lefs deplore 
The fatal time when Clive fhall be no more. 

Lo! Vincent comes — with fimple grace ar- 
ray'd ; 
She laughs at paltry arts, and fcorns parade. 
Nature through her is by refleQion fhewn ; 
Whilft Gay once more knows Polly for his own. 

Talk not to me of diffidence and fear — 
I fee it all, but muft forgive it herb. 
Defe(5ls like thefe which modest terrors caufe. 
From Impudence itfelf extort applaufe. 
Candour and Reafon ftill take Virtue's part ; 
We love e'en foibles in fo good an heart. 

Let Tommy Arne, with ufual pomp or ftile, 
Whofe chief, whofe only merit's to compile. 
Who, meanly pilf 'ring here and there a bit. 
Deals mufic out as Murphy deals out Wit, 
Publifli propofals, laws for tafte prefcribe. 
And chant the praife of an Itali an tribe ; 
Let him reverfe kind Nature's firft decrees. 
And teach e'en Brent a method not to plcafe ; 
But never Ihall a Truly British Age 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the (lage. 
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he beaded work's call'd National in vain, 
one Italian voice pollutes the drain. 
/here tyrants rule, and flaves with joy obey, 
et flavifti mindrels pour th' enervate lay ; 

Britons, far more noble pleafures fpring, 

1 native notes, whild Beard and Vincent fing^ 

Might figure give a title unto fame, 
/hat rival diould with Yates difpute her claim ? 
ut juftice may not partial trophies raife, 
[or fink the ASrefs in the Woman's praife. 
till, hand in hand, her words and aflions go, 
nd the heart feels more than the features (how : 
or, through the regions of that beauteous face, 
V^e no variety of paiTions trace; 
)ead to the foft emotions of the heart, 
Jo kindred foftnefs can thofe eyes impart; 
The brow, dill fix'd in forrow^s fuHen frame, 
^oid of didin&ion, marks all parts the fame. 

that's a fine perfon or a beauteous face, 
Jnlefs deportment gives them decent grace? 
UefsM with all other requifitcs to pfcafc, 
iome want the driking elegance of Eafe; 
The curious eye their aukward movement tires; 
rhey feem like puppets led about by wires, 
Dthers, like datutes, in one podure dill, 
3ive great ideas of the workman's fkill ; 
IVondVing, his art we praife the more we view, 
ft.nd only grieve he gave not motion too. 
^eak of themfelves are what we beauties call^ 
!t is the manner ivhich gives ftrengiYi V.o ^* 

C 3 "C^^^ 
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This teaches ev'ry beauty to unite, 

And brings them forward in the nobleft light. 

Happy in this, behold, amidrt the throng, 

^^ ith iranfient gleam of grace, Hart fweeps along. 

If all the wonders of external grace, 
A pcrfon finely turned, a mould of face, 
Where, Union rare, ExpreflTion'fi lively force. 
With Beauty's fofteft magic holds difcourfc, 
AttraS the eye ; if feelings, void of art, 
Rouze the quick paflions, and enflame the heart; 
If mufic, fvveetly breathing from the tongue. 
Captives the ear, Bride muft not pafs unfung. 

When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit, 
By time and cuftom conquer'd, fhall retreat; 
When judgment, tutor'd by experience fage. 
Shall (hoot abroad, and gather Arength from age ; 
When heav'n in mercy fhall the ftage releafe 
From the dull flumbers of a ftill-Iife piece ; 
When fome ftale flow'r, difgraceful to the walk. 
Which long hath hung, tho' withered, on the flalk. 
Shall kindly drop, then Bride (hall make her way. 
And merit find a pafTage to the day; 
Brought into a3ion fhe at once fhall raife 
Her own renown, and juftify our praife. 

Form'd for the tragic fcene, to grace the flagc. 
With rival excellence of Love and Rage, 
Millrefs of each fofi art, with matchlefs fkill 
To turn and wind the paffions as fhe will ; 
To meJr the heart with fympaiheilc woe^ 
Ai^ake the figh, and teach ihc tear \o ^ow \ 
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o put on Frenzy's wild diftraQed glare, 
nd freeze the Soul with horror and defpair ; 
ruh juft defert enroll'd in endlefs fame, 
onfcious of worth fuperior, Cibber came. 

When poor AKcia*s madd'ning bniins are rack'd, 
nd ftrongly imagM griefs her minddiftraS ; 
ruck with her grief, I catch the madnefs too ! 
ly brain turns round, the headlefs trunk I view ! 
be roof cracks, fhakes, and falls t — New horrors 
nd Reafon buried in the ruin lies*. [rife^ 

Nobly difdainful of each flavifh art, 
le makes her firft attack upon the heart: 
leas'd with the fummons, it receives her laws, 
.nd all is filence, fympathy, applaufe. 

But when. By fond* ambition drawn afidcj ' 
riddy with praife> and'puff'd with female pride^ 
he quitJ the tragic (cene, and, in pretence 

comic merit, breaks down Nature's fence ; 
fcarcely can believe my ears or eyes, 

^r find out Cibjser through the dark difguKe. 

Pritchard, by Nature for the ftage defign'd, 

1 perfon graceful, and in fenfe refin'd ; 
[er art as much as Nature's friend, became, 
[er voice as free from blemilh as her fame, 
/ho knows fo well in majefty to pleafe, 
ttempcr'd with the graceful charms of eafe ? 

When CoDgreveh favoured panlottum^ Vo ^^kav 
re comes a captive queen of Mowvftx t^c^s 

C A ^«\^Ktwv 
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When Love, Hate, Jcaloufy, Defpair and Rage, 
With wildeft Tumults in her bread engage ; 
Still equal to herfclf is Zara feen ; 
Her pafljons are the paffions of a Queen. 

When (he to murder whets the tim'rous Thane, 
I feel ambition rufh through ev'ry vein ; 
Pcrfuafion hangs upon her daring tongue. 
My heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's new-ftrung. 

In Comedy— ** Nay, there," cries Critic, hold. 
" Prichard's for Comedy too fat and old. 
•* Who can, with patience, bear the grey coquette, 
•* Or force a laugh with over-grown Juletl ? 
** Her Speech, Look, Aftion, Humour, all are juft i 
" But then, her age and figure give difguft.** 

Arc Foibles then, and Graces of the mindj 
In real life to fizc or age confined ? 
Do fpirits flow, and is good breeding plac'd 
In any fet circumference of waift ? 
As we grow old, doth affeSation ceafe. 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 
If in originals thefe things appear. 
Why (hould we bar them in the copy here ? 
'i'he nice punQilio-nrKJngers of this age. 
The gr^nd minute reformers of the ftagc ; 
Slaves to propriety of €v*ry kind. 
Some (landard-meafure for each part ihould find ; 
Which when the bed of AQors Aall exceed. 
Let it devolve to one of fmaller breed. 

All 
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All aflors too upon the back (hould bear 
Certificate of birth ;— time, when ; — place, where; 
For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 
Unlefs they know the minute cf their birth ? 
An audience too, deceived, may find, too late. 
That they have clappM an a£lor out of date. 

Figure, I own, at firft may give offence. 
And harlhly ftrike the eye's too curious fenfe : 
But when perfe3ions of the mind break forth. 
Humour's chafle fallies. Judgment's folid worth; 
When the pure genuine flame, by Nature taught. 
Springs into Senfe, and evVy a£lion's Thought; 
Before fuch merit all objeQions fly ; 
Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick'sTix feet 
high. 

Oft have I, pRiTCHARD, feen thy wondVoui 
(kill, 
Confefs'd thee great, but find thee greater ftilf: 
That worth which (hone in fcatter'd rays before, 
Colleded now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 
'Ihe JealousWife ! — On that thy trophies raifc. 
Interior only to the Author's praife. 

From Dublin, fam'd in legends of Romance 
For mighty magic of enchanted lance, 
With which her heroes arm'd vidorious prove^ 
And like a flood ruih o'er the land of Love ; 
Mossop and Barry came. — Name's ne'er dc- 

fign'd 
By fate in the faimt fentence lo b^ \o\tC^« 

C 5 "BvicJ^ 
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RaisM by the breath of popular acclaim, 
Xhey mounted to the pinnacle of Fame ; 
'I here the weak brain, made giddy with the he!ght| 
SpurrM on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 
1 hus fportive boys, around fome bafon's brim. 
Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling fwim: 
But if, from lungs more potent, there arife 
Two bubbles of a more than common fizc. 
Eager for honour they for fight prepare. 
Bubble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 

Mossop, attached to military plan. 
Still kept his eye fix'd on his right-hand man : 
Whilft the mouth meafures words with feeming 

(kill. 
The right-hand labours, and the left lies ftilL 
For he refolvM on fcripture- grounds to go, 
What the right doth, the left-hand fhall not know. 
With ftudied impropriety of fpeech. 
He foars beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 
To epiihcts allots emphatic ftate, 
Whilft principals, ungrac'd, like lacqules wait ; 
In ways firft trodden by himfelf excels. 
And ftands alone in indeclinables ; 
Conjunflion, prepofition, adverb, join 
To ftamp new vigour on the nervous line : 
In monofyllables his thunders roll, 
HE, SHE, IT, AND, WE, YE, THEY, fright 

the foul. 

In perfon taller than the common (tze. 
Behold where Barry draws admvrltv^e^e&l 



T tt E R O S C I A D. 35 

When lab'ring pafllions in his bofom pent, 
Gmvulfive rage and ftruggling heave for vent ; 
Spedatorsy with imaginM terrors warm. 
Anxious expeS the burfting of the ftorm: 
But all unfit in fuch a pile to dwell. 
His voice comes forth like Echo from her cell'; 
To fwell the temped needful aid denies. 
And all a-down the (lage in feeble murmurs dies. 

What man, like Barry, with fuch pains, can err- 
In elocution, aSion, chara£ter ? 
What man could give, if Barry was not here,. 
Such well applauded tendernefs to Lear ? 
Who elfe can fpeak fo very very fine. 
That fenfe may kindly end with ev'ry line ? 

Some d6zen lines before the ghoft is there. 
Behold him for the rdemn fcene prepare. 
See how he frames his eyes, poifes each limb. 
Puis the whole body into proper trim.— 
From whence we learn, with no great flretch of 

artj 
Five lines hence comes a ghoft, and Ha ! a dart* 

When he appears moft perfeft, dill wc find 
Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind^ 
Whatever lights upon a part arc thrown. 
We fee too plainly they are not his own. 
No flame from Nature ever yet he caught. 
Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught ; 
He raisM hit trophies on the bafe of art. 
And connM bis p^fCons, as he conu'd hU ^rt« 
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For dill you'll findy trace paflions to their root, 
Small diffVence 'twixt the Stoic and the Brute. 
In fancied fcenes, as in life's real plan. 
He could not, for a moment, fink the Man. 
In whatever cad his charader was laid. 
Self dill, like oil, upon the furface play*d. 
Nature, in fpite of all his (kill, crept inr 
Horatio, Dorax, Faldaff, — dill 'twas QyiN. 

Next follows Sheridan. — A doubtful name, 
As yet unfcttled in the rank of fame. 
This, fondly lavifli in his praifes grown, 
Gives him all merit : That allows him none. 
Between them both, we'll deer the middle courfe. 
Nor, loving praife, rob judgment of her force. 

Jud his conceptions, natural and great : 
His feelings drong, his words enforc'd with weight. 
Was fpeech-fiim'd Q^u i n hirafelf to hear him 

fpcak, 
Envy would drive the colour from his cheek: 
But dcp-da:ne Nature, niggard of her grace, 
Deny'd the focial pow'rs of voice and face, 
Fix'd in one frame of features, glare of eye, 
Paflions, like chaos, in confufion lie : 
In vain the wonders of his (kill are try'd 
To form didinQion Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits. 
Irregularly deep, and (brill by fits : 
The two extremes appear like man and wife, 
Coupled together for the fake of drife. 

Hit 
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His aSion's always ftiong, but fonietimes fuch 
That Candour muft declare he a£is too much. 
Why muft impatience fall three paces back? 
Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right leg too forbid to ftir, 
Unlefs in motion femicircular ? 
Why muft the hero uith the Nailor vie. 
And hurl the clofe-clench'd fift at nofe or eye ? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
I thought be would have knock'd poor Davies 

down. 
Inhuman tyrant I was it not a (hame, 
To fright a king fo harmlefs and fo tame ? « 

But, fpitc of all defefls, his glories rife ; 
And Art, by Judgment form'd, with Nature vies. 
Behold him found the depth of Hubert's foul, 
Whilft in h's own contending palTions roll. 
View the whole fcenc, with critic judgment fcan. 
And then deny him Merit if you can. 
Where he falls (hort, 'tis Nature's fault alone; 
Where he fuccecds, the Merit's all his own, 

Laft Gar RICK came. — Behind him throng a 
train 
Ot fnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 

One finds out, — "^* He's of ftature fomewhat 
low, — 
•* Your Hero always (houTd be tall you know.— 
^ True nat'ral greatnefs all confifts in height." 
Produce /our voucher. Critic.—** Sw\^;)XcOS^^t^:'^ 
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Another can't forgive the paltry arts. 
By which he makes his way to (hallow hearts; 
Mere pieces of fincflfe, traps for applaufc. — 
" Avaunt, unnatVal ftart, aflfeaed paufc. 

For me, by Nature form*d to judge % 
phlegm, 
I can't acquit by wholefale, nor condemn. 
The bed things carried to accefs are wrong : 
The ftart may be too frequent, paufe too long 
But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
Severeft judgment muft allow them CSrace. 

If Bunglers, form'd on Imitation's plan, 
Juft in the way that monkies mimic man. 
Their copied fcene with mangled arts difgrace 
And paufe and ftart with the fame vacant face 
We join the critic laugh ; thofe tricks we fcor 
Which fpoil the fcenes they mean them to ado 

But when, from Nature's pure and genuine fot 
Thcfe ftrokes of A£ling flow with gen'rous foi 
When in the features all the foul's portray 'd. 
And paffions, fuch as Garrick's, arc difplay 
To me they feem from quickcft feelings caug 
Each ftart is Nature; and each paufe is Thou 

When Reafon yields to Paflion's wild alarm 
And the whole ftate of man is up in arms ; 
What, but a Critic, could condemn the Play 
For paufing herci when G)ol Senfe paufes the 
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Whilft, working from tl'.e Heart, the fire I trace, 
And mark it ftrongly flaming to the Face ; 
Whilil, in each found, I hear the very man ; 
1 can't catch words, and pity thofe who can. 

Let wits, like fpiders, from the tortur'd brain 
Fine-draw the critic- web with curious pain ; 
The gods, — a kindnefs I with thanks muft pay, — 
Have fomiM me of a coarfcr kind of clay 5 
Nor ftung with envy, nor with Spleen difeas'd, 
A poor dull creature, (liil with Nature pleasM; 
Hence to thy praifes, Garrick, I agree. 
And, plcas*d with Nature, muft be pleas'd with 
Thee. 

Now might I tell, how filencc reign'd throughout. 
And deep attention hufti'd the rabble rout : 
How ev'ry claimant, torturM with defire. 
Was pale as aflies, or as red as (ire : 
But, loofe to Fame, the mufe more fimply a^, 
ce, Rejeds all flouriih, and relates mere fads. 

The judges, as the fevVal parties came. 
With temper heard, with Judgment weighM each 

Claim, 
And in their fentence happily agreed. 
In name of both. Great Shakespeare thus de* 

creed : 



y 



«« If manly Senfe ; if Nature linkM with Art, 
^ If thorough knowledge of the Human Heart ; 
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« If Pow'rs of aSing vaft and unconfinM ; 

" If fcweft Faults, with greaicft Beauties joinM; 

** If ftrong ExpreffioiT, and ftrange PowVs, which 

*« lie 
'* Within the magic circle of the Eye ; 
** If feelings which few hearts, like his, can know, 
** And which no face fo well as His can (how ; 
*« Deferve the Preference ; — Garrick, take the 

** Chair; 
" Nor quit it — 'till Thou place an Equal there." 



THE 




THE 



PO LOGY. 



^'it^i 



,'^ ; Im v' 



T 11 E 

A P O L OG Y. 

ADDRESSED TO THE 

CRITICAL REVIEWERS. 



LAUGHS not the heart, when Giants, big with 
pride, 
Aflfume the pompous port, the martial ftride; 
O'er arm Herculean heave th* enormous (hield, 
Vaft as a weaver's beam the javelin wield ; 
With the loud voice of thun:*ring Jove defy. 
And dare to fingle combat — What? — A Fly. 

And laugh we lefs, when Giant names, which 
(hine 
Eftablifli'd, as it were, by right dlvim ; 
CRITICS, whom evVy captive art adores. 
To whom glad Science pours forth all her (lores ; 
Who high in lettered reputation fit, 
And hold, AsTRitA like, the fcales of Wit; 
With partial rage ru(h forth, — Oh ! fliame to tell! 
To crufh a bard juft burlling from the (hell ? 
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Great are his perils in this ftormy time 
Who raftily ventures on a fea of Rhime. 
Around vaft furges roll, winds envious blow. 
And jealous rocks and quickfands lurk below, 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends ; 
He hurts me mod who laviftily commends. 

Look thro' fhe world— in ev'ry other trade 
The fame employment's caufe of kindnefs made; 
At lead appearance of good will creates; 
And ev'ry fool puffs off the fool he hates: 
Coblers with cobJers fmoke away the night. 
And in the common caufe e'en Play'rs unite. 
Authors alone, with more than favage rage, 
Unnal'ral war with brother authors wage. 
The pride of Nature would as foon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit : 
Onward they rufli at Fame's imperious call. 
And, lefs than greateff, would not be at all. 

Smit with the love of Honour, — or the Pence, 
O'er-run with wit, and deftitute of fenfe. 
If any novice in the rhiming trade. 
With lawlefs pen the realms of verfe invade ; 
Forth from the court, where fcepter'd fages fit, 
Abus'd with pralfe, and flatter'd into wit; 
Where in lethargic majcfty they reign. 
And what they won by dullnefs flill maintain ; 
Legions of faQious authors throng at once ; 
Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. 
To Hamilton's the Ready Lies repair; — 
Ne'er was Lye made which was not welcome there. 



THE APOLOGY. 47 

Thence, on maturer judgment's anvil wrought. 
The polifliM falfliood's into public brought. 
Quick circulating flanders mirth aiFord, 
And reputation bleeds in ev'ry word. 

A Critic was of old a glorious name, ' 
Whofe fan£lion handed merit up to fame; 
Beauties as well as faults he brought to view : 
His Judgment great, and great his Candour too. 
No fervile rules drew fickly tafte afide ; 
Secure he walk'd, for Nature was his guide. 
But now. Oh ftrange reverfe ! our Critics bawl 
In praife of Candour .with a Heart of Gall. 
Confcious of guilt, and fearful of the light, 
They lurk enfhrouded in the veil of night : 
Safe from deteSion, feize th* unwary prey. 
And (lab, like bravoes, all who come that way. 

When firft my mufc, perhaps more bold than 
wife. 
Bade the rude trifle into light ar?fe. 
Little flie thought fach tempeils would enfae, 
Lefs, that thofe tempefts would be rais'd by you. 
The thunder's fury rends the towVing oak, 
Rosci A Ds, like fbrubs, might 'fcape the f<ttal ftrok«. 
Vain thought! a Critic's fury knows no bound; 
Drawx: ANSIR like, he deals deftruflion round ; 
Nor can we hope he will a ft ranger fpare. 
Who gives no quarter to his friend Vo lt a ire. 

Unhappy Genius ! plac'd by partial Fate 
With a free fpirit in a flavifh (late \ 
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Where the reluftant Mufe, opprefsM by kings, 
Or droops in filence, or in fetters fings. 
In vain thy dauntlcfs fortitude h^ith borne 
The bigot's furious zcal, and tyrant's fcorn. 
Why didft thou fafe from home-bred dangers fteer, 
Referv'd to perifh more ignobly liere ? 
Thus, when the Julian Tyrant's pride to fwell 
Rome with her Pompt:y at Pharfalia fell. 
The vanquiih'd chief efcap'd from CiTSAR's hand 
To die by ruffians in a foreign land. 

How could thefe felf-ereScd monarchs raife 
So large an empire on fo fmall a bafe ? 
In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 
Did Genius fleep when Dullnefs feiz'd the throne ? 
Whence abfolute now grown, and tree from awe, 
She to the fubjeft world difpenfcs law. 
Without her licence, not a letter ftirs; 
And all the captive crifs-crofs-row is hers. 
The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew. 
Opinions gave, but gave his reafons too. 
Our great DiSators take a fliorter way— • 
Who {hall difpure what the Reviewers fay? 
Their word's fufficient ; and to aik a reafon. 
In fuch a ftate as theirs, is downright treafon. 
True judgment now with Them alone can dwell ; 
Like church of Rome, they're grown infallible 
Dull fuperftitious readers they deceive, *% 

Who pin their eafy faith on crit'rc's fleeve, > 

And, knowing nothing, ev'ry thing believe ! J 
But why repine we, that thefe Puny Ellves 
Shoot into Giants?— -We may thank ourfelves; 
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K>b that wc are, like IfracPs fools of yore, 
be Calf ourfelves have fafliion'd we adore. 
It let true Reafon once refiime her reign, 
[lis God (hall dwindle to a Calf again. 

Founded on arts which (hun (he face of day, 
f the fame arts they ftill maintain their fway, 
'rapp*d in myfterious fecrecy they rife, 
id, as they are unknown, are fafe and wife. 
: whomfoever aim'd, howe'er fev^re 
h' envenom'd flander flies, no names appear, 
udcnce forbid that ftep. — Then all might know9 
id en more equal terms engage the foe. 
It now, what Quixote of the age would care 
5 wage a war with dirt, and fight with air? 
r intVeft join'd, th' expert confederates ftand, 
id play the game into each others hand, 
he vile abufe, in turn by all deny'd, 
bandy'd up and down from fide to fide ; 
fliee— hey !— prefto !— like ajugler's ball, 
a\\ it belongs to nobody at all. 

All men and things they know, themfelves un- 
known, 
nd publifli evVy name— except their own. 
or think this Arange — fecure from vulgar eyes 
he namclefs author pafles in difguife. 
ut vet'ran critics are not fo deceiv'd, 

vet'ran critics are to be believ'd. 
ince feen, they know an author evermore, 
lay fwear to hands they never faw before. 

Vol.!. D ^Vo% 
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Thus in the Rosciad, beyond chance or doubt. 

They, by the writing, found the writers out. 

*^ That's Lloyd's — his manner there you plainly 

" trace, 
«* And all the Actor flares you in the face. 
«« By CoLMAN that was written. — On my life, 
<* Theftrongeftfymptomsof the Jealous Wife. 
** That little difingenuous piece of fpite, 
'^ Churchill, a wrjetch unknown, perhaps might 

^« write." 
How doth it make judicious readers fmile. 
When authors are detefted by their ftjle: 
Tho' ev'ry one who knows this author, knows 
He fhifts his ftile much oftnejc than his cloaths? 

Whence could arife this mighty critic fpleen, 
The Mufe a trifler, and her theme fo mean ? 
What had I done, that angry Heaven fhould fend 
The bitt'reft Foe where mod I wifli'd a Friend ? 
Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name. 
And hail'd the honours of thy matchlefs fame. 
For me let hoary Fielding bite the ground 
So nobler Pickle ftand fuperbly bound. 
From Livy's temples tear th' hiftoric crown. 
Which with more juftice blooms upon thine own. 
Compar'd with thee, be all life-writers dumb. 
But he who wrote the Life of Tommy Thumb. 
Who ever read the Regicide, but fwore 
The author wrote as man ne'er wrote before ! 
Others for plots and under- plots may call. 
Here's the right method— have no plot at all. 
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Who can fo often in his caufe engage 
The tiny Pathos of the Grecian ftage, 
Whilft horrors rife, and tears fponlaneous flow 
At tragic Ha ! and no lefs tragic Oli ! ? 
Topraife his nervous weakness all agree; 
And then, for fweetnefs, who fo fweet as he ? 
Too big for utterance when forrows fwell: 
The too big forrows flowing tears muft tell : 
But when thofc flowing tears fliall ceafe to flow, 
Why — then the voice muft fpeak again you know\ 

Rude and unflcilful in the Poet's trade, 
I kept no Naiads by me ready-made; 
Ne'er did I colours high in air advance. 
Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France ; 
No flimfy linfy-woolfy fcenes I wrote. 
With patches here and there like Jofeph's coat. 
Me humbler themes befit : Secure, for me. 
Let Playwrights fmuggle nonfenfe duty free: 
Secure, for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins bound. 
And frilk and frolic o'er the fairy ground, 
Secure, for me, thou pretty little fawn 
Lick Svlvia's hand, and crop the flowVy lawn: 
Uncenfur'd let the gentle breezes rove. 
Thro' the green umbrage of th' enchanted grove; 
Secure, for me, let foppifh Nature fmile. 
And play the coxcomb in the Desart Isle. 

The ftage I chofe — a fubje£l fair and free— 
'Tis yours — 'tis mine — 'tis Public Property. 
All Common Exhibitions open \\z. 
For Praife or Cenfure to the Comtt\o\vt^^. 



- I'uunc bounty, 
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AHjom for their fubfi, 

TheftroIIi ,;be,ac 
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*^agrants by iau, * r 



THE APOLOGY. 53 

No fwords, no daggers, not one poifonM bowl ; 

No lightning flaihes here, no thunders roll } 

No guards to fwelt the monarch's train are fhowir; . 

The monarch here mud be a hod alone. 

No folemn pomp, no flow proceflion*s here ; 

No Amnion's entry, and no Juliet's bier. 

By need compellM to proftilute his art. 
The varied aQor flies from part to part ; 
And, firange difgrace to all theatric pride! 
His charaSer is rtiifted with his fide. 
Queflion and Anfwer he by turns muft be, 
Like that fmall witinMoDF.RN Tragedy; 
Who, to fupporl his fame,— or fill his purfe,— 
Still pilfers wretched plans, and makes them worfe; 
Like gypfies, left the ftolen brat be known. 
Defacing firft, then claiming for his own. 
In fliabby Hate they ftrut, and tatter'd robe ; 
The fcene a blanker, and a barn the globe. 
No high conceits their mod'rate wiflies raife, . 
Q)ntent with humble profit, humble prnife. 
Let dowdies fimper, and let bumpkins ftare. 
The ftrolling pageant hero treads in air : 
PlcasM for his hour, he to mankind gives law. 
And fnores the next out on a trufs of draw. 

But if kind Fortune, who we fometimes know 
Can take a hero from a puppet-fhow. 
In mood propitious fliould her fav'rite call. 
On royal dage in royal pomp to bawl^. 
Forgetful of himfelf he rears the head. 
And koTttS the dunghill where he fit&. 'w^'^Vxe^^ 

D ^ C^w«- 
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Converfing now with well-drefs'd kings and queens^ 
With gods and goddelTes behind the fcenes. 
He fweats beneath the terror-nodding plume. 
Taught by Mock Honours Real Pride t' aflume. 
On this great flage, the World, no Monarch e'er 
Was half ib haughty as a Monarch-Play'r. 

Doth it moTQ move our anger or our mirth 
To fee thefe Things, the loweft fons of earth, 
Prefume, with felf-fufficient knowledge grac'd. 
To rule in Letters, and prefide in Tafte ? 
The Town's decifions they no more admit, 
Themfelves alone the Arbiters of Wit; 
And fcorn the jurifdiflion of that Court, 
To which they owe their being and fupport. 
A6lors, like monks of old, now facred grown, 
Muft be attack'd by no fools but their own. 

Let the Vain Tyrant fit amidft his guards, 
,His puny Green-room Wits and Venal Bards, 
Who meanly tremble at the Puppet's frown, 
And for a Play-houfe Freedom lofe their own ; 
In fpite of new-made Laws, and new-made Kings, 
1'he free-born Mufe with libVal fpirit fings. 
Bow down, ye Slaves , before thefe Idols fall ; 
Let Genius ftoop to them who've none at all ; 
Ne'er will I flatter, cringe, or bend the knee 
To thofe who, Slaves to All, are Slaves to Me. 

AQors, as Afiors, are a lawful game ; 
The poet's right j and Who Ihall bar his claim ; 

And 
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And if, o'er-weening of their little fkill, 
When (hey have left the fiage, they Ve Adors ftill ; 
If to the fubjeS world they ftill give laws. 
With paper crowns, and fccptres made of ftraws; 
If ihey in cellar or in garret roar,. 
And Kings one night, are Kings for evermore ; 
Shall not bold Truth, e'en there, purfuc her theme, 
And weak the Coxcomb from his^golden dream ? 
Or if well worthy of a better fate. 
They rife fuperior to their prcfent ft.ite;. 
If, with each focial virtue grac'd, they blc*nd" 
The gay companion and the faithful friend : 
If they, like Pritch ard, join in private Ufa 
The tender parent and the virtuous wife; 
Shall not our Verfe their praifc will: pk-afure fpeak. 
Though Mimics bark, and Envy fplit her cheek ? 
No honeft wort^i's beneath the Mufe's praife : 
No greatnefs can above her cenfure raife : 
Station and wealth, to Her, arc trifling things ; 
She (loops to ASors, and flic foars to Kings. 

Is there a man, in vice and folly bred, 
To fenfe of honour as to virtue dead ; 
Whom lies nor human, nor divine, can bind ;. 
Alien to God, and foe to all mankind; 
Who fpares no charafler ; whofe ev'ry word,, 
Bitter as gall, and {harper than the fword. 
Cuts to the quick ; whofe thoughts with rancour 

fwell; 
Whofe tongue, on earth, performs the work of 
Hell? 

D 4 ^ 



As devils, to fcrvc their purp:,ie, Sc 

The MujVs ofSce was by Heav 
To picafe, improve, inftruCb, refori 
To make dejeded Virtue nobly rife 
Above the tow'ring pitch of fpfendit 
To make pale Vice, abafh'd, her he 
And trembling crouch at Virtue's av 
Now arm'd with wrath, (he bids ete 
With ftriQeft juftice, brand the villai 
Now in the milder garb of Ridicult 
She fports, and pleafes while (he woui 
Her (hape is often varied ; but her a 
To prop the caufe of Virtue, ftill th< 
In praife of Mercy let the guilty ba 
When Vice and Folly for CorreQioi 
Silence the mark of weaknefs judly t 
And 18 partaker of tu- -^- 
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But what is Candour, what is Humour's vein,. 
Tho' Judgment join to confecrate the flrain,j 
If curious numbers will not aid afford ,x 
Nor choiceft mufic play in evVy word ? 
Verfes muft run, to charm a modern ear,^ 
From all harlh, rugged interruptions clear: 
Soft let them breathe, as Zephyr's balmy breeze;. 
Smooth let their current flow as fummer feas ; 
Pcrfea then only deem'd when they difpenfe 
A happy tuneful vacancy of fenfe. 
Italian fathers thus, with barb'rous rage^ 
Fit helplefs infants for the fqueaking ftage ;. 
Deaf to the calls of pity. Nature wound. 
And mangle vigour for the fake of found. 
Henceforth farewell then fev'rifti thirft of fame;. 
Farewell the longings for a Poet's name ; 
Perifti my Mufe ;,— a wifli 'bove all fevere 
To him who ever held the Mufes dear. 
If e'er her labours weaken to refine 
The genVous roughnefs of a nervous line,*. 

Others afie£t the ftiff and fwclling phrafc; 
Their Mufe muft walk in ftilts, and ftrut in (lays : 
The fenfe they murder, and the words tranfpofe. 
Left Poetry approach too near to Profe. 
See fortur'd Reafon how they pare and trim. 
And, like Procruftes,'ftrelch or lop the limb. 

Waller, whofe praife fucceeding bards rehearfe. 
Parent of harmony in Englifh verfe, 
"Whofe tuneful Mufe in fweeteft accents flows. 
In couplets firil taught ftraggling fci\fe v^ AoK^ 

D 5 ^ 
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WHilft, with miftaken zeal, dull bigots burn. 
Let Reafon for a moment take her turn. 
When Coffee- fages hold difcourfe with kings, 
.And blindly walk in Paper Leading-firings, 
What if a man delight to pafs his time: 
In fpinning Reafon into harmlefs Rhime;. 
Or fometimes boldly venture to the Play? 
Say, Where's the Crime ? — great Man of Phi*- 

dence, fay ? 
No two on earth in one thing can agree^., 
All have fome darling fingularily. 
Women and men, as well as girls and boys. 
In Gew-gaws take delight, and figh for toys. 
Your fceptres, and your crowns, and fuch like- 
things, 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 
In things indifPrent Reafon bids us chufe. 
Whether the whim's a Monkey or a Muse.. 

What the grave triffers on this bufy fcene, 
When they make ufe of this word Reason, mean,^ 
I know not ; but according to my plan, 
'^Tis LoRD-CHi£F-jusTicE in the Court of. 

Man, 
Equally form'd to rule in age and youth. 
The Friend of Virtue and the Guide to Truth. . 
To Her I bow, whofe facred power I feel; 
To Her decifion make my laft appeal ; 
Condemned by Her, applauding worlds in vain| 
Should tempt me to take up the Pen again : 
By Her abfolv'd, my courfe I'll ftill purfue: 
If Rea^qn's for me, COD U for me too, 

^\QiW^. 
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No idot tilled name her revVcnce ftirs, 
No hour (he blindly to the reft prefers, 
All are alike if they're alike employed. 
And all are good if virtuouJJy enjoy'd. 

Let the fage Doctor (think him one we know) 
^ith fcraps of ancient learning ove^pow. 
In all the dignity of wig declare 
The fatal confequence of nwdnight air. 
How damps and vapours, as it were by ftealth^ 
Undermine life, and fap the walls of healths 
For me let Galen moulder on the fhelf, 
ril live, and be Phyfician to myfelf. 
' Whilft foul is join'd to body, whether fate 
Allot a longer or a (horter date ; 
ril make them live, as brother (hould with brother^ 
And keep them in good humour with each other. 

The fureft road to health, fay what they will. 
Is never to fuppofe we (hall be ill. 
Mod of ihofe evils we poor mortals know 
From dodors and imagination flow. 
Hence to old women with your boafted rules. 
Stale traps, and only facred now to fools ; 
As well may fons of phyfic hope to find 
One med'cine, as one hour, for all mankind. 

If Rupert after ten is out of bed 
The Fool next morning can't hold up his head, 
What reafon this which me to bed muft call 
Whofe head (thank heaven) never achs at all ? 



^''«' <=""«« and creep" oi 
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A gainer ftill thy friend himfelf matt, find, 
Jlis grief fufpeiided, and improv'd his mind. 

Whilfl pcftcefiil fliimhers blefs tiK ?.r'pi:!y bed, 
'Where virtue, fclfappiov'd, reclines l.c head; 
VVhilll vice beneath imagin'd horrcrs mourns, 
And confcience plants the vlllain-s couch with thorns. 
Impatient of reflraint, the aSive mind. 
No more by fcrvlle prejudice confined. 
Leaps from her feat, as wakV.ed from a trance. 
And dans through Nature at a fingle glance. 
Then we our friends, our foes, ourfelves, furvey. 
And fee by Night, what fools we are by Day. 

Stript of her gawdy plumes and vain difguife, 
See where ambition mean and loathfome lies I 
Refledion v/ith relentlefs hand pulls down 
The tyrant's bloody wreath and raviih'd crown. 
In vain he tells of battles bravely won. 
Of nations conquered, and of worlds undone : 
Triumphs like thefe but ill with manhood fuit. 
And fink the conqueror beneath the brute. 
But if, in fearching round the world, we find 
Some genVous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
Whofc anger, like the bolt of Jove, is fped 
In terrors only at the guilty head, 
Whofe mercies, like Heav'n's dew, refrelhing fall 
In gen'ral love and charity to all, 
Pleas'd we behold fuch worth on any throne, 
And doubly plcas'd we find it on our own. 
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I he hath tamely borne, for many years, 
I looks, forbidding frowns, contemptyous fneers 
When he at lafl experts, good eafy man, 
'To reap the profits of hh labourM plan, 

He cringing Lacquev, or rapacious Whore, 
to hvc\M$ of the great the furefl door. 
! Borne Catamite, or P*mf, in credit grown, 
Who tempts another's wife, or fells his D\vn, 
Steps crofs his hopes, the promised boon denies, 
And for fome Minion's Minion claims the prize. 

Foe to rcftraint, unpraQisM in deceit, . Jf 

Too refotute, from nature's a6tive heat. 
To brook aflfronts, and tamely pafs them by ; 
Too proud to flatter, too fmcere to lye. 
Too plain to pleafe, too honed to be great ; 

(Ghre me, kind Heav'n, an humbler, happier ftate: J 
Far from the place where men with pride deceive, / 
I Where rafcals promife, and where fools believe i j \ 
Far from the walk of folly, vice and ftrife, I pi 
Calm, independent, let me fleal thro' life, I ' 

Nor one vain wi(h my fteady thoughts beguile 
To fear his lordftiip's frown, or court his fmile 
Unfit for greatnefs, I her fnares defy. 
And look on riches with untainted eye. 
To others let the glitt'ring bawbles fait, J 

Content (hall place us far above them all. / 

SpeSators only on this buftling flagc, 
We fee what vain defigns mankind engage; 
Vice after vice with ardour they purJiie, 
fAnd one old folly brings forth tvfttv\N i\w. 
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PerplexM with trifles thro' the vale of life, 'v 
Man flrives *gainft man, without a caufe for ftrife; j 
Armies embattled meet, and thoufands bleed, "^ 
For fome vile fpot, which cannot fifty feed. 
Squirrels for nuts contend, and, wrong or right, 
For the world's empke kings ambitious fight, 
What odds? — to us 'tis all the felf-fame thing, 
A Nut, a World, a Squirrel> and a King, 

Britons, like Roman fpirits fam'd of old. 
Are caft by nature in a Patriot mould ; 
No private joy, no private grief they know. 
Their foul's ingrofs'd by public weal or woe. 
Inglorious eafe, like ours, they greatly fcorn : 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn. 
Gladly they toil beneath the ftatefman's pains. 
Give them but credit for a ftatefman's brains. 
All would be deem'd e'en from the cradle fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit. 
The grave, the gay, the fopling, and the dunce. 
Start up (God blefs us!) ftatefmen all at once. 

/^ His mighty charge of fouls the prieft forgets, )( 
The court-bred lord his promifes and debts. 
Soldiers their fame, mifers forget their pelf. 
The rake his miftrefs, and the fop himfelf ; 
Whilft thoughts of higher moment claim their care 
And their wile heads the weight of kingdoms beai 

Females themfelves the glorious ardour feel. 
And boaft an equal, or a greater zeal. 
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Prom nymph to nymph the ftate infeQion flies. 
Swells in her bread, and fparkles in her eyes. 
O'crwhelni'd by politics lie malice, pride. 
Envy, and twenty other fauhs befide. 
Nq more their little flutt'ring hearts confefs 

f A pafiion for applaufe, or rage for drefs ; 
No more they pant for Public Raree-shows, 
Or lofe one thought on monkeys or on beaux. 
Coquettes no more purfue the jilting plan, 

L And luftful prudes forget to rail :xi man. 

[" The darling theme Ci^ CI L I A's fcif will chufe. 
Nor thinks of fcandal whilft (he talks of news. 

. The CIT, a Common-Council-Man hy 

\ place. 

Ten thoufand mighty nothings in his face, 
By fituation as by nature great, 
With nice precifion parcels out the ftate ; 
Proves and difproves, affirms, and then deniei, 
Objefts himfelf, and to himfelf replies; 
Wielding aloft the Politician rod. 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god; 
Mountains, e'en to the very teeth* of powV, 
The fame thing right and wrong in half an hour. 
Now all is well, now he fufpedls a plot. 
And plainly proves, whatever is, is not. 
Fearfully wife, he (hakes his empty head. 
And deals out empires as he deals out thread. 
His ufelefs fcales are in a corner fliyig. 
And Europe's balance hangs upon ms tongue. 



Peace to fuch triflers, be our happier flan 
To pafs tbro*'Hfe as eafy as wc cmv» 



^V^^ 
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Who'« in or out, who moves this grand machi 
Nor ftirs my curiofity nor fpleen, 
"Secrets of ftate no more I wi(h to know 
Than fecret movements of a Puppet-show 
Let but the puppets move, I've my defire, 
Unfeen the hand which guidis the Master-w 

WJiat is't to ois, if taxes rife or fall. 
Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all. 
Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal, 
Lament thofe hardfhips which we cannot feel 
His Grace, who fmarts, may bellow if he pie 
But muft I bellow too, who fit at eafe ? 
By cuftom fafe the poet's numbers flow. 
Free as the light and air fome years ago. 
No ftatefman e'er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our labours, and excife our brains. 
Burthens like thefe vrle earthly buildings bear 
No tribute^s laid on Cajiles in the Jir, 

Let then the flames of war deftruQive reig 
And England's terrors awe imperious Sp ai 
Let ev'ry venal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not prefcribe ; 
Let each new-year call loud for new fupplies^ 
And tax on tax with double burthen rife; 
Exempt we fit, by no rude cares oppreft. 
And, having little, are with little blett. 
All real ills in*d§rk oblivion lie. 
And joys, by fancy form'd, their place fupply, 
Night's laughing hours unheeded flip away. 
I^or one dull thought foreleU^ «i^^to2d\ ^{ D 
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have we Iiv*d, and whilft the fates afford 
Plenty to fupply the frugal board, 
ft Mirth, with Decency his lovely bride. 
Wine's gay God, with Temperance by his 

fide, 
r welcome vifit pay; whilft Health attends 
narrow circle of our chofen friends, 
Ift frank Good-Humour confecrates the treat. 
Woman makes fociety complete, 
i WILL we live, iho' in our teeth are hurl'd 
fe Hackney Strumpets, Prudence and the 

World. 

lUDENCE, of old a facred term, imply'd 
ie, with godlike wifdom for her guide, 
now in genVal ufe is known to mean 
ftalking-horfe of vice, and folly's fcreen. 
fenfe perverted we retain the name, 
ocrify and Prudence are the fame. 

Tutor once, more read in men than books, 
nd of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
lurely fly, with high preferment Weft, 
fav'rite pupil in thefe words addrefs'd : 

/"ould'ft thou, my fon, be wife and virtuous 

dcem'd, 
all mankind a prodigy efteemM? 
his thy rule ; be what men prudent call ; 
DENCE, almighty Prudence, gives thee all. 
p up appearances, there lies the teft, 
: world will give thee credit for the reft. 
ward be fair, however foul w\il\m\ 
'f thou wilt, but then in fecttl t\xx» 

OL. I. E '^>0A 



,^';'V oin nil nilj^ri 

■^° niaft, but „^. 
G/Wfa,v,L .'**''«« no, 
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What, cries Sir Pliant, would you then oppofe 
YourfelF, alone, againft an hod of foes ? 
Let not conceit, and peevifli luft to rail. 
Above all fenfe of intereft prevail. 
Throw off, for (hame, this petulance of wit. 
Be wife, be modeft, and for once fubmit : 
Too hard the taflc 'gainft multitudes to fight, 
Tou mud be wrong, the World is in the right. 

What IS this World ? a term which men have 
got 
To fignify, not one in ten knows what; 
A term, which with no more precifioR paflTes 
To point out herds of men than herds of aj/es ; 
In common ufe no more it means we find. 
Than many fools in fame opinions join'd. 

Gin numbers then change nature's dated laws ? 
Can numbers make the worfe the better caufe } 
Vice mud be vice, virtue be virtue dill, 
Tho* thoufands rail at good and pradife ill. 
Wouidd thou defend the Gaul's dedruQive rage 
Becaufe vad nations on his part engage ? 
Tho* to fupport the rebel Caesar's caufe 
Tumultuous legions arm againd the laws, 
Tho' Scandal would our Patriot^ s name impeach. 
And rails at virtues which die cannot reach, 
What honed man but would with joy fubmit 
To bleed with Cato, and retire with PITT.^ 

Stedfad and true to virtue's facred laws, 
Unmov'd by vulgar cenfure or applaufc, 

E 2 Vj^"^ 
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THE 

PROPHECY of FAMINE, 

A 

SCOTS PASTORAL. 

IT THEN Cupid firftinftruas his darts to fly L 
VV From the fly corner of fome cook-maid's /^ 

eye, 
rhe (Iripling raw, juft enter'd in his teens, 
leceives the >('ound, and wonders what it means ; 
lis heart, like dripping, melts, and new defire 
rVithin him rt?rs, each time flie ftirs the fire; 
Trembling and blufliing he the fair one views, 
bd fain would fpeak, but can't— without a Mus e. 

^fl to the facred mount he takes his way, 
^runes his young wings, and tunes his itifant lay, 
iis oaten reed to rural dliiies frames. 
To flocks and rocks, to hilU and rills proclaims, 
n fimplcfl notes, and all. unpolifli'd ftrains, 
The loves of nymphs, and ch the loves of fwains. 

Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 
n ruflic weeds — a cook-ma\d tvo>w v\o tww^ — 
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NoKSENSE with Clajpc ornaments Is gracM, 
And pafles current with the ftamp of Taste. 

Then the rude Theocrite is ranfack'd o*er. 
And courtly Maro call'd from MiNcio's (hore ; 
Sicilian Mufes on our mountains roam, 
Eafy and free as if they were at home ; 
Nymphs»Naiads,N£reids,Dryads^ Satyrs^ 

Fauns, 
Sport in our floods, and trip it o'er our Ilawns; 
Flow V8> which oncejlourifh'd fair in Greece and 

Rome, 
More fair revive in En gland's meads to bloom ; 
Skies without cloud exotic funs adorn ; 
And rofes blufh, but biu(h without a thorn; 
Landfcapes, unknown to dowdy Nature, life. 
And new creations (Irike x)ur wondVing eyes. 

For bards, like thefc, who neither fing nor fay,. 
Grave without thought, and without feeling gay; 
Whofc numbers in one even tenor flow. 
Attuned to pleafure, and attuiCd to woe, 
Who, if plain Common-sense her vifit pays, 
And mars one couplet in their happy lays. 
As at fome Ghoft affrighted, dart and ftarcj 
And aflc the meaning of her coming there ; 
For bards like thefe a wreath (hall Mason bring, 
Lin'd with the foftefl down of Folly's wing; 
In Love's Pagoda (hall they ever doze. 
And GiSBAL kindly rock them to repofe; 
My lord — to letters as to faith moft true— 
Jit once their patron and exampV^ Voo— 
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Shall quaintly fafliion his love-labour'd dreams, 
Sigh with fad winds, and weep with weep 

flreams. 
Curious in grief, (for real grief, we know. 
Is curious to drefs up the tale of woe) 
From the green umbrage of fome Druid's fea 
Shall his own works in his own way repeat. 

Me, whom no mufc of heav*nly birth infpires 
No judgment tempers when rafh genius fires ; 
Who boaft no merit but me^e knack of rhime. 
Short gleams of fenfe, and fatire out of time. 
Who cannot follow where trim fancy leads 
By prattling ftreams 6*crJlow*r- empurpled mead 
Who often, but without fuccefs, have prayM 
For apt Alliteration's artful aid; 
Who would, but cannot, with a matter's (kill, 
Coin fine new epithets, which mean no ill. 
Me, thus uncouth, thus evVy way unfit. 
Tor pacing poefy, and ambling wit. 
Taste, with contempt beholds, nor deigns topi 
Amongft the lowed of her favour'd race. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddefs — to thy hvi 
Myfelf I dedicate — hence flavifli awe 
Which bends to fafhion, and obeys the rules, 
Impos'd at firft, and fince obferv'd by fools. 
Hence thofe vile tricks which mar fair Natuf 

hue. 
And bring the fober matron forth to view. 
With all that artificial tawdry glare. 
Which virtue fcorns, and oone but ftrumpets w 

1 
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Sick of thofe pomps, thofe vainities, that wafte 
Of toil, which critics now miftake for tafle^ 
Of falfe refinements fick, and laboured eafe. 
Which Art, too thinly veil'd, forbids to pleafc, 
By Nature's charms (inglorious truth!) fubdued. 
However plain her dreft, and 'haviour rude. 
To northern climes my Jiappier courfc I fteer, 
Climes where the Goddefs reigns throughout the*. 

year, 
Where, undifturb'd by Art's rebellious plan. 
She rules the loyal Lair dy^x\A faithful Clan, 

T« that rare foir, where virtues cluftVmg grow^ 
What mighty blcflings doth not England owe ? 
What waggon-loads of courage, wealth and fenfe,, 
Doih each revolving day import from thence ? 
To us (he gives, difinterefted friend. 
Faith without fraud, and St u a-rtSc without end.. . 
When we profperity's rich trappings wear. 
Come not her gen'rous fons and take a (hare ? 
And if, by fome difaftrous iwxn of fate. 
Change fhould enfae, and ruin feize the ftate, 
Shall we not find> fafe in that hallow'd ground,. 
Such refuge as the Holy Martyr found? 

Nor lefs our debt in Science, tho' denied, 
By the weak (laves of prejudice and pride. 
Thence came the Rams ays, names of worthy note,. 
Of whom one paints, as well as t'other wrote j 
Thence, Home, dilLanded from ti.c ions of prayer 
For loving plays, tho' no dull Diiian was tLcre; 
Thence ifllied forth, at great MACiMiERsoNscalli 

That old, new, Efic Pajloral Finc al ; 

Thence, 
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Thence f Malloch, friend alike of Church smdStaUf 
Of Christ and Liberty, by grateful Fate 
Rais'd to rewards, which, in a pious reign. 
All darling Infidels fhould feek in vain ; 
Thence fimple bards, by fimple prudence taught^ 
'I^o this iKjife town by fimple patrons brought. 
In fimple manner utter fimple lays. 
And take, with fimple penfions. Ample praife. 

Waft me feme mufe to Tweed's infpiring dream, 
Where all the little loves and graces dream. 
Where flowly winding the dull waters creep. 
And feem themfclves to own the power of fleep. 
Where on the furface. Lead, like feathers, fwims. 
There let me bathe my yet unhallowM limbs. 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flood, 
Wafh off my native drains, correQ that blood 
AVhich mutinies at call of Engl ifl) pride, 
Aftd, deaf to prudence, rolls a patriot tide. 

From folemn thought which overhangs the brow 
Of patriot care, when things are — God knows how? 
From nice trim points, where Honour, flave to 
In compliment to folly, plays the fool : [rule, 

From thofe gay fcencs, where mirth exalts his pow'r. 
And cafy humour wings the laughing hour; 
From tliofe foft better moments, when defire 
Eeals high, and all the world of man^s on fire. 
When mutual ardours of the melting fair 
More than repay us for whole years of care. 
At Friendjhip's fummonswill my Wilkes retreat, 
And fee, once Jeen before^ that antient feat, 
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That antient feat, where majefty difplay'd 
Her enfigns, long before the world was made? 

Mean narrow maxims, which enflave mankind. 
Ne'er from its bias warp thy fettled mind. 
Not dup'd by party, nor opinion's flave, 
Tbofe facuhies which bounteous Nature gave. 
Thy honefl fpirit into praSice brings. 
Nor courts the fmile,nor dreads the frown of Kings. 
Let rude licentious Engliflimen comply 
With tumult's voice, and curfe they know not why j 
Unwilling to condemn, thy foul difdains 
To wear vile fadion's arbitrary chains. 
And ftriftly weighs, in apprehenfion clear. 
Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Good-humour temper* lively Wit, 
Enthroned with Judgment, Candour loves to 
And Nature gave thee, open to diftrefs, [fit, 

A heart to pity, and a hand to blefs. 

Oft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
Of the poor, mean, defpis'd, infultcd Scoty 
Who, might calm reafon credit idle tales. 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails. 
Or ftarves at home, or praQifes, through fear 
Of ftarving, arts which damn all confcience here. 
When Scriblersj to the charge by intVeft led. 
The fierce North-Briton foaming at their head. 
Pour forth inveSives, deaf to candour's call, 
And injur'd by one alien, rail at all ; 
On Northern Pi/gab when they take their ftand. 
To mark the weaknefs of that Holy Land^ 
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" Or if this wreath of honour might adorOy 
** The humble brows of one in England born, 
" Prefumptuous ftill thy daring muft appear ; 
*♦ Vain all thy tow'ring hopes, whilil I am here.'* 

Thus fpafce a^ir^i, by filken fmile, and tone 
Dull and unvaried, for the Laureat known, 
Folly's chief friend, Decorum's eldeft fon, 
In ev'ry party found, and yet of none. 
This airy fubftance^ this fubjlantial Jbade, 
Abafli'd I heard, and with refpeS obey'd. 

From themes too lofty for a bard fo mean, 
Difcretian beckons to an humbler fcene^ 
The reftlefs fever of ambition laid. 
Calm I retire, and feek the fylvan (hade. 
Now be the Mufe difrob'd of all her pridc^ 
Be all the glare of verfe by T^rutb fupplied. 
And if plain nature pours a fimple drain. 
Which Bute may praife, and Ossian not difdain, 
Ossi AS y fublimePy/mpUJl Bard of all, 
Whom Englijh Infidels y Macpherson call^ 
Then round my head ftiall honour's enfigns wasre^ 
And penfions mark me for a willing flave. 



Two Boys, whofe birth beyond all queflioB 
fprings 
From great and glorious, tho' forgotten, kings, 
Shepherds of Scottijb lineage, born and bred 
On the fame bleak and barren mountain's head. 

By 
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6j niggard nnture doomM on the fame rocks 
To fpin out life, and ftarvc themfelves and flocks, 
Frclh as the morning, which, enrob'd in mift, 
The mountain top with ufual duUnefs kifs'd. 
Jockey and Savvn£V to their labours rofei 
Soon clad I wcen» where nature needs no doathsf 
Where, from their youth enur*d to winter-fkieij 
I DreG and her vain refinements they defpife. 

JocKiT^ wbafe manly high^bonM cheeks to 
crown 
With freckles fpotted flam'd the golden down, 
With miklc art, could on the bagpipes play, 
, E'en from the rifing to the fetting day; 
Sawney as long without remorfe could bawl 
Homl's madrigals, and ditties from Fingal. 
Oft at his llrainSf all natural tho* rude, 
The Highland Lafi forgot her want of food. 
And, whilft fhe fcratcb^d her lover into reft. 
Sunk plea^'d, tho* hungry, on her Sawney's breaft. 

Far 2S the eye could reach, no tree was feen. 
Earth, clad in rufTet, fcorn*d the lively green* 
The plague of Locufts they fecurc defy. 
For in three hours a grafhopper mud dio. 
No living thing, whatever its food, feafts there, 
But the Chameleon, who can feaft on air. 
No birds, except as birds of paflage flew. 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo, 
No ft reams as amber fmooili, as amber clear. 
Were feen to glide, or heard to warble here. 
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Rebellion's fpring, which thro' the country ran, 
Fiirnifli*d, with bitter draughts, the fteady clan. 
No flow'rs embalm'd the air, but one white rofe, 
Which, on the tenth of June, by inftinS blows. 
By inftin6l blows at morn, and, when the (hade* 
Of drizly eve prevail, by inftindk fades. 

One, and but one poor folitary cave» 
Too fparing of her favours, nature gave ; 
That one alone (hard tax on ScotUJh pride I) 
Shelter at once for man and beaft fupplied. 
Their fnares without entangling briers fpread, 
And thirties, arm*d againft th' invader's head, 
Stood in clofe ranks all entrance to oppofe. 
Thirties now held more precious than the rofe. 
All creatures which, on nature's earlieft plan. 
Were form'd to loath, and to be loath'd by man. 
Which ow*d their birth to naftinefs and fpite. 
Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight. 
Creatures which, when admitted in the ark, 
Their Saviour fliunn'd, and rankled in the dark. 
Found place within^ marking her noifome road 
With poifon's trail, here crawl'd the bloated Toad; 
nere webs were fpread of more than common fi?^. 
And half-ftarv'd fpiders prey'd on half-rtarv'd flies; 
In queft of food. Efts ftrove in vain to crawl ; 
Slugs, pinch'd with hunger, fmear'd the flimy wall » 
The cave around with hiding Terpen ts rung ; 
On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung ; 
And Famine, by her children always known^ 
As proud as poor, here fixM her native throne. 
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Herfy for the fullen (ky was overcaft. 
And fummer (hrunk beneath a winiVy blaft, 
A native blaft, which, arm'd with hail and rain, 
Beat unrelenting on the naked Twain, 
The Boys for flieltcr made ; behind, the fliecp. 
Of which thofe (hepherds ev'ry day take hep^ 
Sickly crept on, and with complainings rude. 
On nature feemM to call, and bleat fee food. 

JOCKEY. 

Sitb to this cave, by tempeft, we*re confin'd, 
And within ken our flocks, under the wind. 
Safe from the pelting of this perilous ftorm. 
Are laid tnumg yon thiftles, dry and warm. 
What, Sawney, if by fhepherd's art we try 
To mock the rigour of this cruel fky ? 
What if we tune fome merry roundelay ? 
Well doft thou Cng, nor ill doth Jockey play. 

SAWNEY. 

Ah, Jockey, ill advifeft thou, / w//, 
To think of fongs at fuch a time as this. 
Sooner (hall herbage crown thefe barren rocks. 
Sooner (hall fleeces cloath thefe ragged flocks. 
Sooner (hall want feize (hepherds of the fouth. 
And we forget to live from hand to mouth. 
Than Sawney, out of feafon, (hall impart 
The fofigs of gladnefs with an aching heart. 
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JOCKEY. 

Still have I known thee for a filly fwain ; 
Of things pad help, what boots it to complain ? 
Nothing but mirth can conquer fortune's Ipite ; 
No iky is heavy, if the heart be light : 
Patience is forrow's falve ^ what can^t be cur^di 
So Donald right artfdtf muft be endur'd. 

SAWNEY. 

Full filly fwain, / wc/, is Jockey now; 
How did* A thou bear thy Maggy's falihood ? bow, 
When with a foreign loon (he dole away, 
Did^ft thou forfwear thy pipe and (hepherd's lay } 
Where was thy boaftcd wifdom then, when I 
Applied thofc proverbs, which you now apply ? 

JOCKEY. 

O flie was bonny ! all the Highlands round 
Was there a rival to my Maggy found 1 
More precious (tho* that precious is to all) 
Than the rare med'cine, which we Brimftone call 
Or that choice plant fo grateful to the nofe, 
Which^ in 1 know not what far country, grows, 
Was Maggy unto me; dear do I rue, 
A lafs fo fair (hould ever prove untrue. 



SAWNEY 
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SAWNEY. 

Whether with pipe or fong to charm the ear. 
Thro* all the land did Jamie find a peer ? 
Curs'd be that year by ev'ry honefl Scot, 
And in the (hepherd^s calendar forgot. 
That Fatal year> when Jamib*, haplefs fwain. 
In evil hour forfook the peaceful plain. 
Jamie, when our young Laird difcreetly fled, 
Was feiz'd and hang'd till he was dead, dead, dead. 

JOCKEY. 

Full forely may we all lament that day : 
For all were lofers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers there had I, on the Scottilh plains. 
Well dofl thou know were none more hopeful 

fwains ; 
Five brothers I loft, in manhood's pride, 
Two in the field, and three on gibbets died ; 
Jb ! filly fwains, to follow war's alarms, 
Abl what hath (hepherd's life to do with arras! 

SAWNEY. 

Mention it not— there faw 1 ftrangers clad 
In all the honours of our ravifliM Plaidy 
Saw the Ferrara too, our nation's pride. 
Unwilling grace the aukward viftor's fide. 
There fell our choiceft youth, and from that day 
Moti never Sawney tune the merry lay; 

Blefs'a 
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BlefsM thofe which fdl ! curs'd thofe which ftill 
To moMVTi fifteen renewM in forty five. [furvive, 

Thus plain'd the Boys, when, from her throne 
of turf. 
With boils embofs'd, and overgrown with fcurf, 
Vile humours, which, in life's corrupted well, 
Mix'd at the birth, not abftinence could quell, 
Pale Famine rear'd the head ; her eager eyes, 
Where hunger e'en to madnefs feem'd to rife. 
Speaking aloud her throes and pangs ot heart, 
Strain'd to get loofe, and from their orbs to ftart ; 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-funk cell. 
Where wretchednefs and horror lov'd to dwell; 
With double rows of ufelefs teeth fupplied. 
Her mouth, from car to ear, extended wide. 
Which, when for want of food her entrails pin'd, 
She op'd, and curfing fwallow'd nought but wind; 
All (hrivell'd was her (kin ; and here and there. 
Making their way by force, her bones lay bare : 
Such filthy fight to hide from human view. 
O'er her foul limbs a tatterM Plaid (he threw. 

Ceafe, cried the Goddefs, ceafe, dcfpairing fwains, 
And from a parent hear >yhat Jove ordains ! 

Pent in this barren corner of the'ifle. 
Where partial fortune never deign'd to fmile ; 
Like nature's baftards, reaping for our lliare 
What was rejefted by the lawful heir; 
Unknown amongft the nations of the earth, 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth ; 
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Long free, becaufe ihe race of Roman biaves 
Thought it not worth their while to make us flaves; 
Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
\\ hofc ruin we for ages vatnly fought. 
Whom Hill with unflak'd hate we view, and dill, 
The pow'r of mifchief loft, retain the will ; 
Confider'd as the refufe of mankind, 
A mafs till the laft moment left behind, 
Which frugal nature doubted, as it hy, 
Whether lo ftamp with life, or throw away ; 
W^hich, formM in hafte, was planted in this nook. 
But never enterM in Creation's book ; 
Branded as traitors, who for love of gold. 
Would fell their God, as once their King they fold 5 
Long have we bcrne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefe vile injurious taunts, and bear them flill. 
But times of happier note are now at hand. 
And the full promife of a better land : 
There, like the Sons of Ifraely having trod. 
For the fix'd term of years ordainM by GckI, 
A barren defart, we (hall fe'ze rich plains. 
Where milk x\ith honey flows, and plenty reignj. 
With fome few natives joinM, fome pliant few. 
Who worihip int'reft, and our track purfue, 
There lliall we, tho' the wretched people grieve. 
Ravage at large, nor alt the owners leave. 

For us, the earth (hall bring forth her increafe^ 
For us, the flocks (hall wear a golden fleece ; 
Fat Beeves fhall yield us dainties not our own. 
And the grape bleed a nc6lar yet unknown; 
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Already big with hopes of future fway. 
E'en from this caVe I fcont my deftinM prey. 
Think not, that this dominion o'er a race^ 
"Whofe former deeds fhall time's lafl annals grace^ 
In the rou^ face of peril mud be fought. 
And with the lives of thoufands dearly bought ; 
No-*-fbol'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laughs to fcorn the bluhd'riiig hero's heart. 
Into the fniare (hall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 

When Rome, to prop her (inking empire, bore 
Their choiceft levies to a foreign fhore. 
What if we feiz'd, like a deftroying flood. 
Their widow'd plains, and fill'd the realm with 

blood. 
Gave an unbounded loofe to manly rage. 
And, fcoming mercy, fpar'd nor fex nor age ; 
When, for our intereft too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poflefs'd the throne^ 
What if we (Irove divifions to foment. 
And fpread the flames of civil difcontent, 
Aififted thofe who 'gainft their king made head. 
And gave the traitors refuge when they fled ; 
When reftlefs Glory bade her Tons advance. 
And pitch'd her (landard in the fields of France, 
What if, difdaining oaths, an empty found. 
By which our nation never (hall be bound. 
Bravely we taught unmuzzled war to roam 
Thro' the weak land, and brought cheap laurels 
^ home } 

Yqi.1 t F ^^'^^ 



98 The PROPHECY of FAMINE. 

When the bold traitors kagu'd for the defence. 
Of Law, Religion, Liberty, «nd Senfc, - 
When they againft their lawful Mon^cb rpfei 
And darM the Lord's Anointed to oppafe, 
What if we ftill rever'd the banifli'd race. 
And ftrove the Royal Vagrants to replace. 
With fierce rebellions, (hook th' unfeule^ ftate^ 
And greatly dar'd^ tho' crofs'd by partial f^^;; 
Thefe faSs, which might, where wifdom held the 
Awake the very ftones to b^ our way,. [fway, 
There (hall be nothing, nor one trace remain 
In the dull region of an £ng\i{b brain. 
Blefs'd with that Faitbi which mpuntaios can re- 
move, 
Firft they (hall Dupes ^ next Saints ,, l«ft Martyrs 
prove. 

Already Is this game of fate begun 
Under the fanSion of my Darling Son, 
That Son, of nature royal as his namjc. 
Is deftin'd to redeem our race from (^»me, , 
His boundlefs pow'r, beyond example great. 
Shall make the rough way fmooth, the.jcioqked 

ftraight. 
Shall for our eafe the raging floods retrain. 
And fink the mountain level to the plain. 
Discord, whom in a cavern under ground 
With mafly fetters their late Patriot bound. 
Where her own flefh the furious Hag might tear. 
And vent her curfes to the vacant air. 
Where, that (he never might be heard of more. 
He planted JLqyalty to guard the door, 
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For better purpofe (hall Our Chief releafe^ 
Di(guife her for a time^ and call her Peace J 

LurM by that name, fine engine of deceitf 
Shall the weak English help themfelves to cheat. 
To gain our love, with honours (hall they grace. 
The oM adherents of the Stuart race, 
Wha pointed out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacobites, are ftill the fame ; 
To iboth our rage, the temporifing brood 
Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 
Againft their Saviour venomM falflioods firame. 
And brand with calumny their Willi am*s name ; 
To win our grace, (rare argument of wit) ^ 
To our untainted faith fliall they commit "^ 

(Our faith which, in eztremeft perils tried, 
Difdain'd, and ftill dildains, to change her fide) 
That facred Majefty they all approve. 
Who moft enjoys, and beft dcferves their Love. 
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AMONGST 4be fons of men how few arc 
kiiowa. 
Who dtre be juft to nerit not thetr own I 
Superior virtue and fupertor fenfe 
To Imaves and fiM>ls will always give efience ; 
Naji men of resU worth can icarcdjr bear» 
So nice is jeakHiTyt a rival there. 

Be wicked as fhou wilt, do all that's bafe, 
Proclaim thyfelf the monfier cf thy race. 
Let Vice add Folly thy black Soul divide. 
Be proud with meannefs, and be mean with pride; 
Deaf to the voice of Faith and Honour, fall 
From fide to fide^ yet be of none at all ; 
Spurn all thofe charities, thofe facred ties. 
Which Nature in her bounty, good as wife. 
To work our fafety, and enfure her plan, 
ContrivM to bind, and rivet man to man \ • 

F 4 M^v 
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Lift againft Virtoe Pow'r's oppreflive rod. 
Betray thy CouQtry, and deny thy God i 
And» in one g^nVd comprdheofive line^ 
To group> which volumes fcarcely could define^ 
Whatever of Sin and Dullnefs can be faidt 
Join to a F— — *8 heart a D-— *$ head; 
Yet may'A thou paft unnotic'd ia the kbrongp 
And^ free from Envy, fafely fncak along 
The rigid Saint, by whom no mercy's Ibewn 
To Saints whofe Jives are better than his own, 
Shall fpare thy crimes ; and Wit, who never OBce 
Forgave a Brother, (hall forgive a Dunce. ^ 

But (hould thy foul, form'd in Ibme luckleft hour, 
Vile IntVeft fcom, nor madly grafp at P6w*r | 
Should Love of Fame, in ev*ry noble mind . 
A brave difeafe, with love of Virtue joined. 
Spur thee to deeds of pith, where Cburage> tried 
In Reafon's court, t» amply jtiftified) 
Or fond of knowledge, and averfe to ftrifi^^ 
Should'ft Thou prefer the calmer walk of life; 
Should'd Thou, by pale and fickly Stv pr led^ . 
I'urfue coy Science to the Fountain h<ad; 
Virtue thy guide/ arid Public Good thy ^, 
Should ev^ry thought to our improvement tend,. 
To curb the pafliotfs, to enlarge tbe mind. 
Purge the (ick weal and humanize iQ^kind : 
Rage in her eye, and Malice in ber bfeiafll; - 
Redoubled Horror grinning'on her creft; . ; ^ 

Fiercer each fnake, and (harper ev'ry dart* 

Quick from her cell fludl fludd'ning Envy ffkrt, 

> ToCtt 
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Then (halt Thou find, but find alas t too late. 
How vain is worth ! how fhort is Glory's date f 
Then ihalt Thou find, whilft Friends with Foes 

confpirc 
To give more proof than Virtue would defire^ 
Thy danger chiefly lies in a£ling well ; 
No crtme^s fo great as daring to excel. 

Whtlft Satire thus, difdaining mean controul^ 
Urg'd the free dilates of an honed foul, 
Candour, who, with the charity of Pauli ' 

Still thinks the bed, whene'er fhe thinks at alU 
With the fweet milk of human kindnels blefs'd. 
The furious ardour of my zeal rcprefs?iL 

Can'fl Thou, with more than ufual warmth, fba 
cry'd; 
Thy malice to Indulge, and feed thy pride, 
Can'ft Thou, fevere by Nature as Thou art> 
With all that wond'rous rancour in thy hearty. 
Delight to torture Truth ten thoufand ways. 
To fpin detradion forth from themes of praife. 
To make Vice fit, for purpofes of ftrife^ 
And drag the Hag much larger than the life. 
To make the good feem bad, the bad feem worfe>, 
And repreient our Nature as our curfe? 

J>oth not humanity condemn that zeal 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal? 
Doth not difcretion warn thee of difgrace. 
And danger grinning (bre thee in the face 
Loud as the Drum, which fpreading terror round' 
From empt'mcfsp acquires tht ^Vi ^l W\A> 



Art Thou beyond the n 
When Wilkes, prejui 

Tow'r ? 
Do'ft Thou by Privilege 
When privilege is little 
Or to Prerogative (diat \ 
On which State-fcoundrek 
Doft Thou pretend, and tl 
Vnpunifb'd, thus to Libel 

When Poverty, the Po€ 
CompellM thee, all unfit, to 
Had not Romantic notions t 
Had'fl Thoujiot valued Hoi 
Had Int'reft, pliant IntVeft, 
And had not Prudence been 
Jn flatt'17'8 ftream Thou w 
Applied to great, and nofr ♦'- 
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Lords fhoaM have liflen'd to the fugarM treat. 
And Ladies^ fimp'risg, own'd k vaftly Tweet ; 
Rogue/^ in thy prudent verfe with virtue grac'd» 
Poohy nrMrk'd by thee as prodigies <A Tafte, 
Mud have foi^id^ pouring preferments down. 
Such Wit, fuch Truth as thine to quit the gown. 
Thy facred Brethren too (for they no lefs 
Than Laymen^ bring their oflF'rings to Succe^) 
Had haiPd Thee good if great, and paid the vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God, whilft Thou 
In Lawn hadil wbffper'd to a fleeping croud^ 
As dull 9s R , and half as proud. 1 

Peace, Candour — wifely had'ft thou fiud^. 
and well, 
Could int'refl in this bread one moment dwell. 
Could die, with profpe£k of fuocefs, oppofe 
The firm refolves which Er-cim C6nvi£kion rofe. 
I cannot truckle to a Fool cif Sttte^. 
Nor take a favour from the man I hata 
Free leave have others by fuchineans to dbme ^ 
I fcoro their pr«£tke, they ipty laugh at mini; 

Butio this chai;get forgetfot of thyfelf. 
Thou haft ndiim'.d the maxims of that Elf, 
Whom God in wrath for mart's ditbonour fram'd» 
Cunning in Heav'n, amongft us Prud£Nck 

nam'dt -. 
Thaty^rW/r FRUDBHCB,iwhicb'IieaMjto thofe 
. Who darcnot be my Frieods^ canU be my Foea. 

Had 



Have done befor- l ° "*' «* 
Wl>oJSoVotitf^'*^^ 

___, «nd take, as fn 
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Or to my trembling fide unnerv'd fink down, 
Palfied,forfooth, by Candou r's half-made frown ? 
When Juftice bids me on, ihall I delay 
Becaufe infipid Candour bars my way? 
When (he, of all alike the puling friend. 
Would difappoint my Satire's nobleft endy 
When (he to villains would a fanSion give^ 
And flielter thofe who are not fit to live. 
When (he would fcreen the guilty from a blufh. 
And bids me fpare whom Reafon bids me cru(h» 
All leagues with Candour proudly I refign; 
She cannot be for Honour's turn, nor mine. 

Yet come, cold noonitor, half foe, half friend. 
Whom Vice can't fear, whom Virtue can^t com- 
mend. 
Come, Candour, by thy dull indiff'rence known. 
Thou equal-blooded judge. Thou lukewarm dron^ 
Whoj fa(hionM without feelings, doft exped 
We call that Virtue, which we know DefeS, 
Come, and obferve the Nature of our crimes. 
The grofi and rank complexion of the times, 
Qbferve it well^ and then. review my plan; 
Praife if you will, or cenfure if you cam 

Whilft Vice prefumptuous lords it as in (port, 
And Piety is only known at Court ; 
WhiUl wretched Liberty expiring lies 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Excise ; 
WhHft nobles ad, without one touch of (hame. 
What men of humble rank would blufh to name ; 
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Whilft Honour's plac'd in bigheft point of view, 
Wor(bippM by thofc, who Juftice ncrcrlcnew"; 
Whilft Bubbles of Dtftinaion wafte in phy 
The hours of reft, afid blunder thro'^the dajr. 
With dice and cards opprobriotis vigils keep. 
Then turn to ruin empires in their ileepi 
Whiift Fathers^ by relentlefs paflion led. 
Doom worthy injur'd fons to bog their hread* 
Merely with ill-got, ill-favM wealth to grace 
An alien, abjeS, poor, proud, vpftart raoe ; 
Whilft Martin flatters only to betray. 
And Webb gives up his dirty foul for pay; 
Whilft titles ferve to hufh a villain's fears ; 
Whilft Peers are Agents made, and Agents Peers, 
Whilft bafe betrayers are themfelves betray'd. 
And makers niin'd by the thing tliey made; 
Whilft C — , falfe to God and man, tor gold. 
Like the old traitor who a Saviour fold. 
To Shame his Mafter, Friend, and Father gives ; 
Whilft BuTB remains in pow'r, whilft HoLXAsrb 

lives ; 
Can Satire want a fubjed, where Difdain, 
By Virtue fir'd> may point her fliarpeft ftrain, 
Where doath'd wilh thunder. Truth may roll along, 
And Can Dou r jufiify the rage of fong ? 

Such Things! fucb Men before Thee! fucb an 
Ag« . .1 

Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage. 
And ficfeen e'en to furfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fulleft tide, • 

May fpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while 
Juftice behold the ruin with a fmile ; 

Whilft 
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Whilft If thy foe mifdeem'd, cannot condemn^ 
Nor difapprove that rage I wi(h to ftem, ^ 
Wilt tbouj, degenVate and corrupted, chufe 
To (oil the credit of thy haughty Mufe ? 
With Fallacy^ mod infamous, to (lain 
Her Truth, and render all her anger vain ? 
When I beheld Thee incorred, but bold;. 
A various conunent on the Stage- unfold ; 
When Play'rs on Play'rs before ibj fartre fell. 
And poor Reviews confpirM thy w«aih to fwell; 
When Sutes and Statefmen next became thy care^ 
And only kings were (afe if thou waft tliere ; 
Thy evVy Word I weigh'd in Judgment's fcale. 
And in thy ev*ry word found Truth prevail. 
Why do'ft Thou now to FaUhood meanly fly ? 
Not even Candour can forgive a lye. 

Bad as Men are, why fliould ihy frantic rhimes- 
TrafEck in Slander, and invent new crimes ? 
Crimes, which exifting only in thy mind. 
Weak Spleen brings forth to blacken all Mankinds 
Ey pleaGng hopes we lure the human heart 
To prafiife Virtue, and improve in art ; 
To thwart thefe ends (which, proud of honeil Fame^ 
A noble Mufe would cheri(h and inflame) 
Thy Drudge contrives, and in our full career 
Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of Fear ; 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That what we feek, we never can obtain ; 
Thar, dead to Virtue, loft to Nature's plan, 
EijVY pofflefles the whole race of oun ; 

That 
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That Worth is criminal, and Danger lies. 
Danger extreme, in being good and wife. 

'Tis a rank falfliood ; fearch the world around, . 
There cannot be fo vile a monfter founds 
Not one fo vile^ on whom fufpicions fall 
Of that grofs guilt, which you impute to all. 
Approv'd by thofe who difobey her laws. 
Virtue from Vice itfelf extorts applaufe. 
Her very foes bear witncfs to her ftatc ; 
They will not love her, but they cannot hate. 
Hate Virtue for herfelf, with fpite purfue 
Merit for Merit's fake ! might this be true, 
I would renounce my Nature with difdain. 
And with the beafts that perifh graze the plain. 
Might this be true, had we fo far fill'd up 
The meafure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of guilt fo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Thirfting for fm, one drop, one dreg behind. 
Quick ruin mud involve this flaming ball. 
And Providence in Juftice crufli us all. 
None but the damn'd, and amongft them the worft, 
Thbfe who for double, guilt are doubly curs'd. 
Can be fo loft ; nor can the worfi of all 
At once into fuch deep damnation fall ; 
By painful flow degrees they, reach this crime. 
Which e*en in Hell muft be a work of time, 
Ceafe then thy guilty rage, thou wayward fon. 
With the foul gall of difcontent o*er-run. 
Lift to my voice — be honeft, if you can, 
Npr flander Nature in her fav'rite man. 

But 
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But if thy fpirity refolute in ill. 

Once having err'd, perfifts in error ftill. 

Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 

Aiid freely vent thofe blafphemies in air. 

Which I would {lamp as falfe, tho' on the tongue 

Of Angels the injurious flander hung. 

Dup'd by thy vanity (that cunning elf 
Who fnares the Coxcomb to deceive himfelf ) 
Or bfinded by that rage, did'ft Thou believe 
That We too, coolly, would ourfelve$ deceive ? 
That We, as fterling falftiood would admit, 
Beciufe 'twas feafon'd with fome little wit? 
When Fiftion rifes pleafmg to the eye. 
Men will believe, becaufe they love the lye ; 
But TrutTi herfelf, if clouded with a frown, 
Muft have fome folemn proof to pafs her down. 
Haft Thou, m^suntaining that which muft difgrace 
Aiid bring into contempt the human race. 
Haft Thou, or can'ft Thou, in Truth's facred court, 
To favc thy^ credit, and thy caufe fupport. 
Produce one proof, make out one real ground 
On which fo great, fo grofs a charge to found? 
Nay, doft Thou know one man (let that appear. 
From wilful £al(hood I'll proclaim thee clear) 
One man fo loft, to Nature fo untrue. 
From whom this gen Val charge thy raflinefs drew.? 
On this foundation ftialt thou ftand or fall—' 
Prove that in One, which you have chargM on All. 
Reafon determines^ and it muft be done ; 
*MoBgft men, or paft, of prefent, name me One. 

Hogarth 
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Hogarth — I take th«e, Candour, at thy 

word. 
Accept thy proffer*d terms, and will be heard ; 
Thee have I heard with virdetice dcchim. 
Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name ; 
By Thee have I been charg'd in angry drains 
With that mean falihood which my foul difdains— 
Hoc ARTH,ftand forth— • Nay hang not thusaloof— 
Now, Cakoour, now Thoii (halt receive fuch 

proof. 
Such damning proof, that henceforth Thou Ihall 

fear 
To tax my wrath, and own my condufi dear— 
HoGARTii ftand forth;— I dare thee to be tried 
In that great Court) where Confcience mull pre^ 

, fide J 
At that moft folemn bar hold up thy hand ; 
Think before whom^ on what account you (land- 
Speak, but confider well — from firft to laft 
Review thy life, weigh evVy a£Uon paft— 
Nay, you (hall have no reafon to complain— 
Take longer titne, and view them o'er agam— 
Canft Thou remember from thy eariieft youth. 
And as thy God Inuft judge Thee, fpeak the truth 
A fingle inftance where, SelfWd afide, 
And Juftice taking place of fear and pride. 
Thou wrth an equal eye did'ft Genius view. 
And give to Merit what was Merit's due ? 
Genius and Merit are a fiire offence. 
And thy Soul fickens at the ttame of .Senfe. 
Is any one fo ftx)li(h to fuccee'd. 
On Envy's altar he is doomM to bleed ? 

HOQARTH 
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>GAi^TH, a ginky pleaAire in his eyes, 
le place of Executioner AippKes. 
: bow he glotes, enjoys the facred feaft^ 
id proves htmfelf by cruelty a prieft. 

Wbilft the weak Artift, to thy wbtms a flave, 
ottld bury aH thofe pow'rs which Nature gate, 
ottid Aiffer blank concealment to obfcure 
lofe rays, thy jeakrafy could not endure ; 
3 feed thy vanity wouM nrfl unknown^^ 
id to figure tby credit btaft his own, 
Hogarth he was tee to find a friend ; 
: could not fear^and therefore mt^t commend. 
It when his Spirit, rous'd by honeft Shame^ 
look off that Lethargy^ andfoarM to Fame^ 
^hen, vfiAk ihc pride of ManiTeibhr^d and ftnsngf 
: fcorn'd thofe' fears which did his Honour wrongs 
iid^ on hinftfelf determinU 'to rely, 
-ought forth his labours to the fnbUc «ye^ 
p Friend in 1 hee^ could fuch ^ Rebel know; 
e btd defcrt^ and Hoc aath was his foe. 

Souls of a ttm'iDus oaft, of petty name 
I Envy's court, nor yet quite dead to fhame. 
Fay fome Remorfe, fenK qualms of Confcience 

feel, 
nd fuller Honour to abate their Zeal, 
lU the Man, trdy ind compleatty great^ 
llows no rule of adion but his hate; 
bro* ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
affion bb Principle, and Parts bis pfty. 
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Mediums in Vice and Virtue fpeak a mind 
Within the pale of Temperance confined ; 
The daring Spirit fcorns her narrow fchemes. 
And, good or bad, is always in extremes. 

Man's praSice duly weighM, thro* cv*ry tigt 
On the fame plan hath Envy form'd her rage. 
*Gainft thofe whom Fortune hath odr rivals made 
In way of Science, and in way of Trade, 
Stung with mean Jealoufy (he arms her fpite, 
Firft works, then views their ruin with delist. 
Our Hogarth here a grand improver (hines, 
And nobly on the genVal plan refines; 
He like himfelf, overleaps the fervile bound ; 
Worth is his mark, wh€fre-ever Worth is foutid. 
Should Painters only his vaft wrath fuflice i 
Genius jn ev'ry walk Is Lawful Prize. - 
'Tis a grofs infult to his o'ergrown^te ; 
His love to merit is to feel bis htte^ 

When WiLK»8| our Countryman^ our iomvA 
friend, 
Arofe, his King, his Country to defend. 
When tools of powV he barM to public view. 
And from their holes the fneaking cowards drew. 
When Rancour found it far beyond her reach 
To foil his honour, and his truth impeach. 
What couW induce: Tbe^, at a time and place. 
Where manly Foes had blufli*d to (hew their face 
To make that effort, which muft dannn thy name 
And fink Thee deep, d^ep in thy grave wi 
(bame{ 

E 
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Did Virtue move Thcc? no, 'twas Pride, rank 

Pride, 
And if Thou had'ft not done it. Thou had'ft dy'd. 
Malice (who, difappointed of her end. 
Whether to work the bane of Foe or Friend, 
Preys on herfelf, and driven to the Stake, 
Gives Virtue that revenge (he fcoms to take) 
Had kilPd Thee, tottVing on life's utraoft vcrge^ 
Had Wilkes and Liberty efcap'd thy fcourge. 

When that Great Charter, which our Fa- 
thers bought 
With tbtir beft bkM, was into quedion brought ; 
When, big with ruin, o'er each Englifh head 
Vile Slav'ry hung fufpended by a thread ; 
When Liberty, all trembling and aghaff, 
Fear'd for the future, knowing what was pad; 
When ev'ry bread was chill'd with deep defpair. 
Till Reafon pointed out that Pratt was there} 
Lurking, mod Ruffian-like, behind a fcreen, 
80 plac'd all things to fee himfelf unfeen. 
Virtue, with duecontempt^faw Hogarth dand. 
The murdVous pencil' in his paUied hand. 
What was the caufe of Liberty to him. 
Or what was Honour ? let them fink or fwim. 
So he may gratify, without controul. 
The mean refentments of his felfidi foul. 
Let Freedom peridi, if, to Freedom true. 
In the fame ruin Wilkes may peridi too. 

With all the fymptoms of aflur'd decay. 
With ase und /iclwcfs pinch'd, and worn wi«?^ 
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Pale quivering lip9» lank dieckv wd inlt'Hi^ 

tongue, 
The Spirits out of tuoCi .thoNeni«t.ilipftra|i|^i 
Thy Body (hrivcird up» thy dim <yf».l«k ... 
"Within their (bckets daqv thy wMk-.fawM flMak 
The body's weight unable to fuflaiii. 
The (Irea v ofJife fciycctPWiWi^:thltt?ilii rna^' 
More than half-kitl^lbyliOQdltivlha^iriUdi:^^ 
Thro' thy owa fim)t«: iroa^ mm ute 

well, 
Cao'ft thpu, i^lea tim$ thy thfNqiitt.ta 

give. 
And, dead tDaUthiaViftTc^ laMUUce«r»».^^ > 
Hence, Dotaid^ to thy cMEctt AM Am ifi^ - 
By deep repentaace waii aiwiy thfSm^ :. 
From haunts of men to ihwdap^iranim^i- 
And, on the verge of dcadi« bnm howjioditt. . 

Vain exhortation I wa(b tbeiEthiop; «llil% 
Difiharge the Leopard's fpQtij tutlidqr'ti^^itfil^. 
Controul the courfc of Natute,. bid tfao dfiqi. 
Hulh at thy Pygmy voice Itfx i!^V€9| tfkAc^t., . 
Perform things paiBag (iFaogi^yetpwA^thyait 
Too weak to work a chiungQ. in fimf)iA.be4rt. 
Tbat Envy, which was wovtn in tb^ frame ' 
At firil, will ta the laft renwin tha XuQd^ ^ ' 
Reafon may.drbop, may die, but£n2i|>r.ciie , 
Improves by time, and gathers jbiogtb bmiM^ 
Some, and not few, vain triflers with tbr jicviii 
Unread, unpra£H8'<I in the ways of men^ 
Tell us that Ekvy^ who with.giMt ftrido . ' 
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ireats when (he hath drawn her Uteft breatht 
d calmly hears her pra'tfes after death, 
fuch obfervers Hogarth gives the lie; 
>rth may be hears'd, but Envy cannot die^ 
ithin the manfion of his gk)om7 breads 
mandon fuited well to fuch a gueft ; 
mortal^ unimpaired (he rears her head, 
d damns alike the living and the. dead. 

Oft have I known Thee» Hoqa&tb, weak and 

vain, 
lyfelf the idol of thy aukward ftrain^ 
iro* the dull meafure of a fummer's dxff 
phrafe molt vtle, prate long long hours away, 
hilft Friends with Frionds, all gaping fit^ and 

gaze, 
hear a Hqgarth babble Hogarth's praife« 
jt if athwart thee Interrupttoo came, 
[id mention'd with refped fome Aaciem's name, 
une Ancient's namp, who in the days of yore - 
he crown of Art with g^-eiated honoor wore, 
ow have I feen thy coward cb^ turn pale, ) 
nd blank coofufion ibize thy mangled tak } 
ow hath thy Jealoufy f madnefs grown, v 
nd deem'd his pratfe injurious to thy own ? 
hen without mercy did thy wrath make wayt 
nd Arts and Artifls all became thy prey ; 
*hen didft Thou trample oa eft^Wifii'd rules, 
nd proudly JevelPd all the anwvt fchook, 
ondemn'd thofc works, with praifc thro* aget 

gracM, 
V^hich you had never feen, pr couW .not taite. 
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«* But would mankind have true Perfeflion (hewn, 
•« It muft be found in labours of my own. 
** I dare to challenge in one fingle piece, 
•* Th* united force of Italy and Greece.'* 
Thy eager hand the curtain then undrew. 
And brought the boafted Mafter-piece to view. 
Spare thy remarks — fay not a fingle word-^ 
The Pifture feen, why is the Painter heard ? 
Call not up Shame and Anger in our cheeks ; 
Without a Comment Sigismunda fpeaks. 

Poor Sigismunda ! what a Fate is thine! 
Dryden, the great High-Prieft of all the Niac, 
Revived thy name, gave what a Mufe could gtv6. 
And in his Numbers bade thy Memory live : '"\ 
Gave thee thofe foft fenfations, which might move 
And warm the coldeQ Anchoret to Love ; ' 
Gave thee that Virtue, which could curb defire. 
Refine and Confecrate Love's headftrong fire ; 
Gave ihee thoie griefs, which fhade the Stoic feel. 
And call'd compaflion forth from hearts of fteel; 
Gave thee that firmnefs, which our Sex may (hame, 
And make Man bow to Woman's jufter claim. 
So that our tears, which from Compaflion flow, 
Seem to debafe thy dignity of woe. 
But O, how much unlike! how fall'n ! how 

chang'd! 
How, niuch from Nature, and herfelf eftrang'd I 
How totally depriv'd of all the powVs 
To (hew her fillings, and awaken ours, 
Doth Sigismunda now devoted (land, 
The helplefs vi^im of a Dauber's hand I 

But 
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But why, my Hogarth, fuch a progrcfs made. 
So rare a Pattern for the Sign-Poft trade. 
In the full force, and whirlwind of thy pride. 
Why was Heroic Painting laid afi<)e ? 
Why is It not refum'd ? thy Friends at Court, 
Men all in place and powV, crave thy fupport; 
Be grateful then for once, and, thro' the field 
Of Politics, thy Epic Pencil wield. 
Maintain the caufe, which they, good lack I avow. 
And would maintain too, but they know not how. 

Thro* ev'ry Pannet let thy Virtue tell 
How Bu T E prevaiPd, How Pitt and Tb mp le f(?ll ! 
How England's fons (whom They confpir'd to 
Againfl our Will, with infolent fucoefs) [blefs 

Approve their fall, and with addcefles run. 
How got, God knows, to hail the iScoTTisH'Sun ? 
Pcrint out our fame in war, when Vengeance, huri'd 
From the ftrong arm of Juftice, (hook the world j * 
Thine, and thy Country's honour to encreafe. 
Point out the honours of fucceeding Peace ; 
Our Moderation, Chriftian-like, difplay. 
Shew, what we got, and what we gave away. 
In Colours, dull and heavy as the tale. 
Let a State-Chsios thro' the whole prevail • 

But, of events regardlefs, whild the Mufe, 
Perhaps with too much heat, her theme purfues ; * 
Whilft her quick Spirits rouze at Freedom's call. 
And ev'ry drop of blood is turned to gall, 
Whilft a dear Country, and an injur'd Friend, 
Urge my Arong anger to the bxU'reSt «A> 

Vol. L G >N\i^^ 
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Whilft honeft trophies to revenge afe rais'd 
Let not One real Virtue pafs unprais'd. 
Juftice with equal courfc bids Satire (low. 
And loves the Virtde of her greateft foe. 

O I that I here could that rare Virtue mean. 
Which fcorns the rule of Envy, Pride and Spleen, 
Which fprings not from the laboured Works of Art, 
But hath its riie from Nature in the heart. 
Which in itfelf with happinefs is crownM, 
And fpreads with joy the blefling all around ! 
But Truth forbids, and in thefe fimple lays. 
Contented with a difF'rent kind of Praife, 
Muft Hogarth (land; that Pr-arfe which GfiNfus 

gives, . 
In Which to lateft time the Artlft lives. 
But not the Man ; which, rightly underAood, 
May make Us great, but cannot make u^ go«d. 
That Praife be Hogarth's; freely let him wear 
The Wreath which Genius wove, and planted 

rfitre. 
Foe as I am, fhould Envy tear it down, 
Myfelf would labour to replace the Crown, 

In walks of Humour, in that caft of Style, 
Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us fmile^ 
In Comedy, his nat'ral road to fame. 
Nor let me call it by a meaner name. 
Where a beginning, middle, and an end 
Are aptly join'd ;. where parts on parts -depend. 
Each made for each, ^s bodies ibr their foul. 
So as to form one true a. d .perfed whole. 

Where 
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Where a plain ftory to the eye is told. 
Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogarth unrivalPd ftands, and (ball engage 
UnrivaU'd praife to the moft diftant age. 

How could'ft Thou then to Shame perverfely run 
And tread that path which Nature bade Thee fliun ? 
Why did ambition overleap her rules. 
And thy vaft parts become the fport of Fools? 
By diflF'rcnt methods different Men excel. 
But where is He, who can do all things well ? 
Humour's thy Province; for fome monftrous crime 
Pride ftruck Thee with the frenzy of Sublime. 
But, when the work was (inifliM, could thy mind 
So partial be, and to herfelf fo blind. 
What with contempt All view'd, to view with awe^ • 
Nor fee thofe faults which every Blockhead faw? 
Blu(h, Thou vain Man, and if defire of Fame, 
Founded on real Art, thy thoughts inflame. 
To quick deftrudion Sigismunda give. 
And let her memory die, that thine may live. 

But (hould fond Candour, for her Mercy fake. 
With pity view, and pardon this miftake ; 
Or Ihould Oblivion, to thy wi(h mod kind, 
Wipe oflF that (lain, nor leave one trace behind ; 
Of Arts defph^df of Artists by thy frown 
Aw*dfromjuJl Hopes ^ of rijing Worth kept dowu. 
Of all thy meanncfs thro' this mortal race, 
Can*ft Thou the living memory erafe ? 
Or (ball not Vengeance follow to the grave^ 
And give bBckjuR that mtafure wVadvXoxx ^g^^^ 
^ G a ^^^^ 
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"U^ith fo much merit, and fo muck fuccefs. 
With fo much povv'r to curfe, fo much to blcfs. 
Would He have been Man's friend, inftcad of foe, 
Hogarth had been a little God below. 
Why then, like favage Giants, fam'd of old. 
Of whom in Scripture Story we are txAd, 
Dofl: Thou in cruelty that ftrength employ, 
"Vt^hich Nature meant to fave, not to deftroy ? 
Why doft Thoii, all in horrid pomp array'd. 
Sit grinning o'er the ruins Thou haft made ? 
Moft rank 111 nature muft applaud thy art ; 
But even Carfdour muft condemn thy heart. 

For Me, whb wartt\ arid zealous for my Friend, 
In fpite of* raiting thou(arids, will. commend. 
And, no lefs Wattrt arid zealous 'gainft my foes, 
Spitie bf cbnimdndirig thoufands, will oppofe, 
I dare thy worft, with fcorn behold thy rage. 
But with an ey^ of Pity view thy Age ; 
Thy feeble Age, in which, as in a glafs. 
We fee how Men to diflblution pals. 
Thou iAf fetched Behig, whom, on Reafon's plan^ 
So chang'd, fo loft, I cannot call a Man, 
What could perfuade Thee, at this time of life. 
To launch afrefli into the Sea of Strife ? 
Better for Thee, fcarce crawling on the earth, 
Almoft as much a child as at thy birth. 
To have refign'd in peace thy parting breath. 
And funk unnotic'd in the arms' of death. 
Why would thy grey, grey hairs refentment brave. 
Thus to go down with forrow to the grave ? 

Now> 
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^ow, by my Soul, it makes me bluih to know 
Ay Spirits could defcend to fuch a foe. 
(Vhatever caufe the vengeance might provoke, 
t feems rank Cowardice to give the ftroke. 

Sure 'tis a curfe which angry Fates impofe. 
To mortify man's arrogance, that Thofe 
Who're fafhion'd of fome better fort of clay, 
Vluch fooner than the common herd decay, 
What bitter pangs muft humbled Genius feel, 
[n their lad hours, to view a SvriFT and Steel ? 
How muft ill-boding horrors fill her breaft. 
When She beholds Men, raark'd above the reft 
For qualities moft dear, plung'd from that height. 
And funk, deep funk, in fecond Childhood's night ? 
Are Men, indeed, fuch things, and are the beft 
More fubjed to this evil, than the reft. 
To drivel out whole years of Idiot breath. 
And fit the Monuments of living Death ? 
O, galling circumftance to human pride! 
Abafing Thought, but not to be denied ! 
With curious Art the Brain too finely wrought. 
Preys on herfelf, and is deftroy'd by Thought. 
Conftant Attention wears the aSive mind. 
Blots out her powVs, and leaves a blank behind. 
But let not Youth, to infolence allied. 
In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 
Poffefs'd of Genius, with unhallow'd rage. 
Mock the infirmities of revVend age. 
The greateft Genius to this Fate may bow; 
Reynolds, in time, may be like Hogarth now. 

G ^ tY^^ 



THE 



HOST. 



^ FOUR BOOKS. 



Advertifement. 

IT hath been thought not improper to prefix to 
this Dublin Edition of the GHOST, the fol- 
lowing fummary Account of the Proceedings in 
regard lo fome ftrange Noifes, heard the beginning, 
of the Year 1 762, at a Houfe in Cock-lane, IVtJl^ • 
Smitbjieldy London \ which gave rife to the enfuing 
Poem. 

Mr. Parfonsy the officiating Clerk of St. Sepul- 
chre's, obferving one morning at early prayers, 
a genteel couple (landjng in the aile, ordered thenv 
into a pew; andj being iifterwards thanked for hb 
civility by the gentleman, who a(ked if he could in- 
form him of a lodging in the neighbourhood; Par- 
fons offered his own houfe, which was accepted of. 
Some time after, in the abfence of the gentleman^ 
who was in the country, Mr. Parfons'$ daughter, a 
child of eleven years of age, being taken by Mifs 
Fanny (the name the gentlewoman went by) to her 
bed. Mils Fanny complained one morning to the 
family, of both having been greatly difturbcd by 
violent noifes. Mrs. Parfons, at a lofs to account 
for this, bethought herfelf of a neighbouring in- 
duftrious (hoe-maker, whom they concluded to be 
caufe of the difturbance. Soon after, on a Sunday 
night, Mifs Fanny, getting out of bed, called to 
Mrs. Parfons, ** Pray does your flioemakcr work 
" fo hard on Sunday nights too ? " to which being ^ 
anfwered in the negative, Mrs. Parfons, &c. were 
defired to come into the chambti, ?LtA >a^ ^^vsw- 
Hives witneBcs to the truth •ot >3tvft ^SSsiV^yck. K\ 
G 5 "^^ 
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this time feveral perfons were invited to aflift, and 
among the reft the late reverend Mr. Linden, but 
he excufed himfelf ; and the gentleman and lady 
removing into the neighbourhood of Clerkenwell, 
( whdre (he foon after died) the noife difcontinued 
at the houfe of Parfons, from the time of their 
leaving it> to the firft of January 1 762, or therea- 
bouts, the fpace of above a year and a htif ; and 
then began this fecond vifitation^ as for diftindion 
fake, we may venture to call it. 

In this vifitation, then, the child, upon certain 
knockings and fcratchings, which feemed to pro- 
ceed from beneath her bedfted, was fometimes 
Ihrown into violent fits and agitations; and a wo- 
man attendant, or the father, Mr. Parfons, put 
queftions to the fpirit or ghoft, as it was fuppofed 
by the credulous to be, and they alfo di£lated how 
many knocks fhould ferve for[an anfwer,either in the 
affirmative or negative ; and though thefe fcratch- 
ings and knockingS9 difturbed Fanny before her 
death, it was now fuppofed to be her fpirit, which 
thus harafled th? poor family. In this manner of 

converfe (he charged one Mr. , whofe firft 

wife was her fifter, and with whom (he afterwards 
lived in fornication, with having poifoned her, by 
putting arfenick into purl, and adminiftring it to her, 
when ill of the fmall-pox. Numbers of perfons, 
of fortune and charaSer, and feveral clergymen, 
affifted at the vagaries of this invifible knocker and 
fcratcher, and though no difcovery could be made, 
ky the feveral removals of the girl to other houfes, 
where the noifcs ftill followed fier, (the fuppofed 
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: protefting (he would follow her where-ever 
(rent) though wainfcots and floorings were torn 
'f to facilitate a detedion of any impofture, to 
jrpofe ; yet the rational part of the town could 
>e brought to believe, but that there was Ibme 
I in the affair, confidering the known faculty, 
f people called Fentriloqui have had of uttering 
ige noifes, and making them appear to come 
I any place they thought proper, without any 
le motion of their lips; and this iufpicion was 
irmed by the atteftations of the clergymen, and 
; gentlemen of the faculty, who vifited the de- 
ed in her illnefs, and of fome other perfons of 
Lieftionable credrt ; and the guilt of the impo* 
J, in fome meafure, fixed upon the parents 
their friends, by fome fads contained in the 
)wing Advertifement. 

To the public. We, whofe names are un- 

written, thought it proper, upon the approba- 
of the lord -mayor, received on Saturday laft 
he afternoon, to fee Mr. Parfons yeftcrday, and 
(k him in refpeft of the time when his child 
uld be brought to Clerkenwell. He replied in 
fe words, ** That he confented to the examina- 
ion propofed, provided that fome perfons con- 
eded with ihe girl might be permitted to be 
here, to divert her in the day-time.'* This was 
jfed, being contrary to the plan. He then 
ntioned a woman, whom he affirmed to be un^ 
ne^idf and not to have been with her. Uf^iv 
ng fent for, {he came, ar.d was %, ^e.\^Cktv >k^ 
wn by us to have been conftanxh Vub \)€V> ^"^^ 
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mery intimate with this Familiar^ as ihe is Called. 
Upon this he, Mr. Parfons, recommended ai) un- 
cicceptionable perfon, the daughter of a reUtioOt 
who was a gentleman ^f fortune. After an enquiry 
into her charaSer, he informed us, that this unex- 
ceptionable perfon bad dijobliged her father^ and 
was out atjervice. Upon this we anfwered, *' Mr. 
** Parfons, if you can procure any perfon or pcr- 
'^ fons, of ftri^ charaSer and reputation, who are 
'* houfe-keepers, fuch will be with pleafure ad- 
<< mitted." Upon this he required a little time to 
fcek for fuch a perfon. Inftead of coming, as he 
promifed and we expe£ted, one William Llojrd 
came by his dire3ion> and faid as follows: 

*^ Mr. Parfons chufes firft to confult with hi) i 
*^ friends, who are at prefent not in the way, be- ( 
*' fore he gives a pofuive anfwcr concerning the ' 
" removal of his daughter to the Reverend Mr. ! 
" Aldnch's." 

Signed, Will. Lloyd, 
Brook-ftreet, Holbora 

Within three hours after, we received another 
meffage from Mr, Parfons by the fame hand, to wit: 

•* If the lord-mayor will give his approbation, 
«* the child (hall be removed to the Rev. Mr. 
« Aldrich's." 

The plan before-mentioned was thus fet forth in 
tlic public papers: The girl was to be brought to 
the houfe of the faid clergyman, without any per- 
fon whatever that had, or was fuppofed to have, 
the knit connexion wiih hei. The father was to 
be there i not fuffered to be \ti v\ve i««i\»W\\ti^ 
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parlour, where there could be no fort .of commu- 
nication, attended by a proper perfon. A bed, 
without any furniture^ was to be fet in the middle 
of a large room^ and the chairs to be placed round 
it. The perfons to be prefent were fpme of the 
clergy, a phyfician, furgeon, apothecary, and a 
juftice of the peace. The child was to be undref- 
fed, examined, and put to bed, by a lady of cha- 
rader and fortune. Gentlemen of eftablifhed cha- 
rader, both clergy and laity (amongft whom was a 
noble lord, who defired to attend ) were to have 
been prefent at the examination. We have done, 
and flill are ready to do every thing in our power, 
to deteS an impoilure, if any, of the mod unhap- 
py tendency, both to the public and individuals. 

Ste. Aldrich, 
ReQor of St. John's, Clerkenwell. 

James Penn, 
LeSurer of St. Ann's, Alderfgate. 

In purfuance of the above plan, many gentle- 
men, eminent for their rank and charafter, by the 
invitation of the Rev. Mr. Aldrich, of Clerkenwell, 
aflfembled at his houfe the 31ft of January, and next 
day appeared the following account of what pafled 
on the occafion : 

*« About ten at night the gentlemen met in the 
chamber, in which the girl, fuppofed to be difturb- 
ed by a fpirit, had, with proper caution, been put 
to bed by fevcral ladies. They fat rather more 
than an hour, and hearing nothing, went down 
ilairsf^ where they interrogated Oe^e ^^'^^ ^^ "^^ 
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girl, who denied, in the ftrongeft terms, any know 
ledge or belief of fraud. 

As the fuppofed fpirit had before publicly pro 
mifed, by an affirmative knock, that it would atteh 
one of the gentlemen into the vault, under th 
church of St. John, Clerkenwell, where the bod 
is depofited, and give a token of her prefence thei 
by a knock upon her coffin ; it was therefore d« 
termined to make this tryal of the exiftenceor v( 
racity of the fuppofed fpirit.. 

While they wer« enquiring and deliberatin{ 
they were fummoned into the girl's chamber I 
fome ladies, who were near her bed, and who hs 
heard knocks and fcratches. When the gentlemc 
entered, the girl declared that fhe felt the fpir 
like a moufe upon her back,, and was required i 
hold her hands out of bed ; from that time, thoug 
the fpirit was very folemnly required to manife 
its exiftence by appearance, by impreflion on tl 
hand or body of any prefent, by fcratches, knock 
or any agency, no evidence of any preternatur 
power was exhibited. 

The fpirit was then ferioufly advertifed, that tl 
perfon to whom the promife was made of ftrikir 
the coffin, was then about to vifit the vault, ai 
that the performance of the promife was th< 
claimed. The company, at one, went into tl 
church, and the gentleman, to whom the promi 
was made, went, with one more, into the vaul 
the fpirit <vas folemnly required to perform its pr 
mife; but nothing more than filence enfued. Tl 
perfon fuppofed to be accufed by the ghoft thi 
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went down^ with feveral others, but no efiefi was 
perceived Upon their return they examined the 
gtrl^ but could draw no confeffion from her. Be- 
tween two and three (he defired, and was permit- 
ted, to go home with her father. 

It is therefore the opinion of the whole aflembly, 
that the child has fome art of making, or counter- 
feiting, particular noifes, and that there is no agen- 
cy of any higher caufe," 

To elude the force of this conclufion, it was 
given out that the coffin, in which the body of the 
foppofed ghoft had been depoflted, or at lead the 
body itfelf, had been difplaced, or removed out of 
the vault. Mr. K therefore thought proper to 

take with him to the vault the undertaker who bu- 
ried Mifs F— — , and fuch other unprejudiced 
perfons, as on infpedion might be able to prove 
the weakncfs of fuch a fuggeftion. 

Accordingly on February 25, in the afternoon, 
Mr. K ', with a clergyman, the undertaker, 

clerk, and fexton of the parifh, and two or three 
gentlemen, went into the vault; when the under- 
taker prefently knew the coffin, which was taken 
from under the others, and eafily feen to be the 
(ame, as there was no plate or infcription ; and, to 
fatisfy further, the coffin being opened before Mr. 
K ■, the body was found in it. 

Others, in the mean time, were taking other 
fteps to find out where the fraud, if any, lay. The 
girl was removed fromhoufe tohoufe,and was faid 
to be conftantly attended w\\\\ t\\^ \iS>M\ tvov^^^^ 
ibough bound and muffled hauAawd.lo^v^^tA'^^'^ 
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the mean time. Accordingly, the clergyman and 
tradefman agreed to pay Mr. K-— — a round fura, 
fome fay, between 5 and 600 1. to purchafe their 
pardon, and were thereupon dlfmiflTed, with a fe- 
vere reprimand. The father was ordered to be fet 
in the pillory three times in one month, once at the 
end of Cock-lane, and after that to be imprifoned 
two years; Elizabeth his wife, one year ; and Mary 
Frazer, fix months in Bridewell, and to be there 
kept to hard labour. 

The father, appearing to be out of his mind at 
the time he was firft to (land in the pillory, the ex- 
ecution of that part of his fentence was deferred to 
another day, when, as well as on the other day$of 
his (landing there, the populace took fo much cdm- 
pa(rion of him, that, indead of ufing hiiA illy they 
made a handfome collection for him* 
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BOOK I. 

r I T H eager fearch to dart the foul, 

Curioufly vain, from Pole to Pole, 
om the Planets wand'ring fpheres 
ort the number of our years, 
hether all thofe years fhall flow 
ly fmooth, or free from woe, 
de Misfortune (hall deform 
fe, with one continual florm | 
the Scene ihall motley be, 
ate Joy and Mifery, 
iflre, which, more or lefs, 
en mud feel, tho' few eonftfi. 

ice, ev'ry place and ev'ry age 
Is fubfiftence to the Sage, 

free from this world and its cares^ 

an acquaintance with the ftars, 

whom he gains intelligence, 
lings to come fome ages hence, 
h unto friends, at eafy rates, 
aJ/'/y communicates. 1 
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At its firfl: rife, which all agree on. 
This nbhle Science was Chaldean, 
That antient people, as they fed 
Their flocks upon the mountain's head, 
GazM on the Stars, obferv'd their motions. 
And fuck'd in Aftroiogic notions, 
"Which they fo eagerly purfue 
^s folks are apt whater'^r is new, * 

That things below at random rove, 
Whilft they're confuUing things above; 
And when that they fo poor were grown. 
That they'd no houfes of their own. 
They made bold with their friends the Stars, 
And prudently made ufe of theirs. 

To Egypt from Chaldee it travell'd, 
And Fate at Memphis was unravell'dy 
Th' exotic Science foon ftruck root, 
And flourifli'd into high repute. 
Each learned" Pried, O ftrange to tell ! 
C>uld circles make, and caft a fpell ; 
Could read and write, and taught the Natipn 
The holy art of Divination. 
Nobles themfelvcs, for at that time 
Knowledge in Nobler w^s no crime. 
Could talk as learned |is the Prieft, 
And prophefy as n^uch at lead. 
Hence all the fortune-teHing Crew, 
Whofc crafty (kill marrs .Nature's hue, 
Who, in vile tatters^ with fmirch'd hcc. 
Run up and down from place to place. 
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Vo gratify their friends' defiresi 
**rom Bamfield Carew, to Moll Sqjjire^^ 
Vrc rightly tcrmM Egyptians all; 
kVhom we, miftaking, Gypsies call. 

The Grecian Sages borrow'd this, 
^s they did other Sciences, 
"*rom fertile Egypt, iho' the loan 
They had not honefty to own. 
Oodona's Oaks, infpirM by Jove, 
\ learned and prophetic Grove, 
Turn'd vegetable Necromancers, 
\nd to all comers gave their anfwers; 
\t Delphos, to Apollo dear. 
Ml men the voice of Fate might hear ; 
5ach fubtle Prieft on three-legg'd ftool. 
To take in wife men, play'd the fool. 
^ Myftery, fo made for gain, 
Bl'en now in fafliion mud remain. 
Snthufiafts never will let drop 
What brings fudh birfinefs to their (hop, 
And that great Saint, we Whitfield call. 
Keeps up the Humbug Spiritual. 

Among the Romans, nol a Bird, 
Without a Prophecy, was heard ; 
Fortunes of Empires often hung 
On the Magician Magpye's tongue. 
And ev'ry Crow was to the State 
A fure interpreter of Fate. 
Prophets, embodied in a College, 
(Time out of mind your feat of knowledge, 
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For Genius never fruit can bear 
Unlefs it firft is planted there. 
And folid learning never falls 
Without the verge of College walls) 
Infallible accounts would keep 
When it was beft to watch or flecp. 
To eat or drink, to go or ftay. 
And when to fight or run away. 
When matters were for aSion ripe. 
By looking at a double tripe '^ 
When Emperors would live or die 
They in an Afs^s fcull could fpy j 
When Generals would their ftation keep, 
Or turn their backs, in hearts ofjbeep. 
In matters, whether fmall or great. 
In private families or fiate, 
As amongil us, the holy Seer 
Officioufly would interfere. 
With pious arts and revVend (kill 
Would Jbend Lay Bigots to his will. 
Would help or injure foes or friends, 
Juft as it ferv'd his private ends. 
Whether, in honeft way of trade. 
Traps for Virginity were laid. 
Or if, to mak^ their party great, 
Defigns were form'd againft the ftate, 
Regardlefs of the Common Weal, 
By Int'rcft led, which they call zeal. 
Into the fcale was always thrown. 
The Will of Hcav'n to back their own. 
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England, a happy land we know, / 

Where Follies naturally grow. 

Where without Culture they arife, 
/-And tow'r above the common fizej . 

England, a fortune telling hoft. 

As numerous as the Stars, could boaft. 

Matrons, who tofs the Cup, and fee 

The grounds of Fate in grounds of Tea, 

Who vers'd in evVy modeftlore. 

Can a left Maidenhead reftore. 

Or, if their pupils rather chufe it. 

Can fhew the readieft way to lofe it ; 
"!^Gypsies, who evVy ill can cure. 

Except the ill of being poor. 

Who charms *gainft Lowe and Agues fell. 

Who can in lien-rooft fet a fpell. 

Prepared by arts, to them beft known. 

To catch all feet except their own. 

Who as to fortune can unlock it. 

As eafily as pick a pocket ; 

Scotchmen who, in their Country^s right, 

Poflefs the gift of fecond-ftgbt^ 

Who ( when their barren heaths they quit. 

Sure argument of prudent wit. 

Which reputation to maintain, 

They never venture back again) 

By lyes prophetic heap up riches, 
And boaft the luxury of breeches. 

Among the reft, in fornrer years, 
Campbell, iiluftrious name, appears. 
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Great Hero of futurity. 
Who blind could evVy tKwg forefee^ 
Who dumb couW cvVy thing foretelly 
Who, Fate with .equity to fell. 
Always dealt out the will of Heaven, 
According to what price was given, 

Of Scottish race, in Highlands born, 
Poflefs'd with native pride aUd fcorn, 
He hither came, by cuftom led. 
To curfe the hands which gave him bread. 
With want of truth, and want of fenfe. 
Amply made up by impudence, 
(h fuccedaneumy which we find 
In common ufe with all mankind) 
CarefsM and favoured too by thofe, 
Whofc heart with Patriot feelings glows. 
Who FOOLISHLY, where'er difpers'd. 
Still place their native Country firft ; 
(For Englishmen alone have fenfe, 
To give a Jiranger preference, 
Whilft mqdefl: merit of their own, 
Is left in poverty to groan) 
Campbell foretold, juft what he wouM, 
And left the ftars to make it good ; 
On whom he had imprefs'd fuch awe. 
His difiates current pafs'd for Law ; 
Submiflive all his Empire own'd ; 
No Star durft fmile, when Campbell frownM. 

This Sage deceas'd, for all muft die. 
And Campbell's no more fafe than I, 
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«Io more than I can guard the Heart, 
Vhen Death fhall hurl the fatal dart, 
lucceeded, ripe in art and years, 
Inotber fav'rite of the fpheres, 
Inotber and Another came, 
!)f equal (kill, and equal fame ; 
\% white each wand, as black each gown, 
Vs long each beard, as wife each frown, 
n ev'ry thing fo like, you'd fwear, 
Campbell himfelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known. 
To tell our fortunes, make tbeir own. 

Seated in Garret, for you know. 
The nearer to the Stars we go. 
The greater we efteem his art, , 

Fools curious flock'd from ev'ry part ; 
The Rich, the Poor, the Maid, the Married, 
And thofe who could not walk, were carried. 

The Butler, hanging dowa his head. 
By Chamber-Maid or Cook- Maid led. 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon, 
He has advice of pilfer'd fpoon. 

The Court-bred Woman of conditiok, 
[ Who, to approve her difpofition 
^s much fuperior, as her birth, 
1^0 thofe composed of common earth. 
With double fpirit muft engage 
In ev'ry folly of the age) 

The honourable arts would buy, J 

^o pack the Cards^ and cog a DV^« 

Vol. I H ^"^^ 
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The Hero (who for brawn and face 
May claim right honourable place 
Amongft the chiefs of Butcher Rsw^ 
Who might fome thirty yeais ago. 
If we may be allow'd to guefs 
At his employment by his drefs. 
Put medicines oflF from cart or ftage. 
The grand To s gang of the age. 
Or might about the countries go. 
High Steward of a Puppet-fhow, 
Steward and fiewardjbip moft ww/. 
For all know puppets never eat ; 
Who would be thought (tho*, faye the mark, 
That point is fomething in the dark) 
The Man of Honour, one like thofe 
Renown'd in ftory, who lov'd bbws 
Better than victuals, and would fight. 
Merely for fport, fropi morn to ijight ; 
Who treads like Mavors firm, whofe tongue. 
Is with the triple thunder hung,. 
Who cries to fear — ftand off-r-algofw- 
And talks as he were cannonrproof. 
Would be deemed ready, when you lift. 
With fword and piftol, ftick and fift, 
Carelefs of points, balls, bruifes, knocks. 
At once to fence, fire, cudgel, box. 
But at the fame time bears about. 
Within hiipfelf, fome touch of doubt, 
Oi prudent doubt, which hints-^that fame 
Is nothing but an empty name^ 
That life is rightly underfiood 
By all to be a real good ; 

That, 
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Might not of precious ufe be found. 
Not to prevent indeed a wound. 
But to prevent the confequence 
Which oftentimes arifes thence, 
Thofe fevers, which the patient urge on 
To gates of death, by help of furgeon ; 
Whether a wind at eaft or, weft 
Is for green wounds accounted beft ; 
Whether (was he to chufe) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or fouth ; 
Whether more fafely he might ufe. 
On thefe occafions, pumps or (hoes ; 
Whether it better is to fight. 
By Sun-filne^ or by Candle-light ; 
Or (left a candle fhould appear 
Too mean to (hine in fuch a fphere. 
For who could of a candle t^U 
To light a hero into hell. 
And left the fun (hould partial rife 
To dazzle one or t'othcr*s eyes, 
Or one or t'other's brains to fcorch ) 
Might not Dame Lct^A hold a torch ? 

Thefe points with dignity. difcufa'dy . 
And gravely fix'd, a t^fk w^hich. ropft . 
Require no little time and paifis, 
To make our hearts friends with QMr brains. 
The Man of War would next engage .. 
The kind affiftance of the fage. 
Some previous method to direft. 
Which (hould make thefe of none efFcfl;. 

• Co 
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Could he not, from the myftic fchool 
' art, produce fome facrcd rule, 
which a Knowledge might be got, 
hether men valiant were, or not, 
he that challenges might write 
ily to thofe who would not fight ^ 

Or could he not, fome way dlfpenfe, 

help of which (without oflF(Mice 
) Honour f whofe nice nature's fuch, 
e fcarce endures the flighteft touch) 
hen he for want of t'other rule 
[flakes his man, and, like a fool, 
iih fome vain fighting blade gets in, 
; fairly may get out again ? 

Or, (hould fome Daemon lay a fcheme 
3 drive him to the laft extreme, ' 
that he muft confefs his fears, 
mercy, to his nofe. and' ears, 
id like a prudent recreant knight, 
iiher do any thing than fight^ 
5uld he not fome expedient buy 
o keep his (hame from public eye ? 
)r well he held, and, men review, 
ine in ten hold the- maxim too, 
hat Honduras like a MaicUn-biad,. 
fhkh if in private brought to bed, 
nought the worfe, but walks the town,. 
e*er lod, until the lofs be known. 

H 3. The 



- .CM c.cumipection Ineaking In 
To Conjurer, as he does to IVbore, 
Thro' Tome bye Alley, or Back-do 
With the fame caution Orthodox 
Confulis the Stars, and gets a P 

The Citizen, in fraud grown 
Who knows no Deity but Gold, 
Worn out, and gafping now for bre 
A Med'cine wants to keep off Deat 
Would know, if THAT he cannot 
What Coins are current in the gra 
If, when the Stocks (which by his 
Would rife or fall in half an hour. 
For, tho' unthought of and unfccn. 
He worked the fprings behind the fi 
By bis diredions came about. 
And rofe to Par he (hould fell ont ; 
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Favoured by ev'ry darling paflion, 

The love of Novelty and Falhion, 

Ambition, Av'rice, Luft, and Pride, 

Riches pour'd in on ev'ry fide. 

But when the prudent Laws thought fit 

To curb this infolence of Wit ; 

When Senates wifely had provided. 

Decreed, EnaSed, and Decided, 

That no fuch vile and upftart elves 

Should have more knowledge than tbcmfelvcs; 

When Fines and Penalties were laid 

To ftop the progrefs of the trade, 

And Stars no longer could difpenfe, 

With honour, farther influence. 

And Wizards (which mud be confeft 

Was of more force than all the reft ) 

No certain way to tell had got. 

Which were Informers, and which not ; 

Affrighted Sages were, perforce, 

Oblig'd to fteer fome other courfe. 

By various ways, thefe Sons of Chance 

Their Fortunes labourM to advance. 

Well knowing, by unerring rules, 

Knaves ftarve not in the Land 0/ Fool/^ 

Some, with high Titles and Degrees, 
Which wife Men borrow when they pleafe. 
Without or trouble or cxpence. 
Physicians inftantly commence. 
And proudly boaft an equal (kill 
With thofc who claim the rt^bi to kill. 

H 4 O^tx'^ 
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Others about the Countries roam, 
(For not ONE thought of going bsme) 
With piftol and adopted leg 
Prepared at once to rob or beg. 

Some, the more fubtle of their race, 
(Who felt fome touch of Coward Grace, 
Who Tyburn to avoid had wit. 
But never fear'd deferving it) 
Came to their Brother Smollet*s aid. 
And carried on the Critic Trade, 

Attach'd to Letters and the Mufe, 
Some Verfes v^rote, znd fome wrote News.. 
Tho/e, each revolving Month, are feen, 
The Heroes of a Magazine ; 
Tbe/ey ev'ry morning, great appear. 
In Ledger, or in Gazetteer; 
Spreading the falflioods of the day,. 
By turns for Faden and for Say ; 
Like Swiss, their force is always laid 
On that fide where they beft are paid. 
Hence mighty Prodigies arife. 
And daily Monsters ftrike our eyes; 
Wonders , to propagate the trade, 
More ftrange than ever Baker made. 
Are hawk'd about from ftreet to ftree^. 
And Fools believe, whilft Liars eat. 

Now armies in the air engage. 
To fright a fupcrftilious age ; 



N( 



T H E G H O S T. 153 

Now Comets ihro' the /Ether range, * 

In Governments portending change; 

Now rivers to the Ocean fly. 

So quick they leave their channels dry ; 

Now monftrous Whales, on Lambeth (hore. 

Drink the Thames dry, and thirft for more; 

And ev'ry now and then appears 

An Irish Savage numb'ring years 

More than thofe happy Sages couM, 

Who drew their breath before the flood. 

Now, to the wonder of all people, 

A Cburcb is left without a Steeple ; 

A Steeple now is left in lurch,. 

And mourns departure of the Churchy 

Which, borne on wmgs of mighty wind,. 

Removed a furlong ofl^ wp find. 

Now, wrath on Cattle to difcharge,. 

Hail-flones as deadly fall, and large 

As thole which were on Egypt fent. 

At once their crime and pumlhment. 

Or thofe which, as the Prophet writes,. 

Fell on the necks of Amo rites, 

When, ftruck with wonder and amaze, 

The Sun fufpended, ftay'd to gaze. 

And, from her duty longer kept. 

In AjALON his Sijfer flept. 

But if fuch things no more engage 
The Tafte of a politer age, 
To help them out in time of need 
Another Tofts ipuft Rabbits breed. 

H s ^^.^ 
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Ehch pregnant Female trembling hears^ 
And, overcome with fpleen and fears^ 
Confults her faithful glafs no more. 
But madly bounding o*er the floor. 
Feels hairs all o'er her body grow. 
By Fancv turn'd into a Doe. 

Now to promote their private ends, 
Nature her ufual courfe fufpends. 
And varies from the dated plan 
Obferv'd e'er fince the World began. 
Bodies y (which fooliihly we thought. 
By Cuftom's fervile maxims taught. 
Needed a regular fupply, 
And without nourishment mufl die) 
With craving appetites, and fenfe 
Of Hunger eafily difpenfe, 
And, pliant to Aiir wondrous ftill. 
Are taught, like watches, to ftand ftill 
Uninjured, for a month or more ; 
Then go on as they did before. 
The Novel takes, the Tale fucceeds. 
Amply fupplics its author's needs. 
And Betty Canning is at leaft. 
With Gascoynb's help, a fix months feaft. 

Whilft in contempt of all our pains. 
The Tyrant Superstition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of Man, 
And warps his thoughts from Nature's plan ; 
Whilft fond Credulity, wHd ne'er 
The weight of wholefomt ^Qxtovs ca^Vi\«^r^ 
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To Rearon and Herfelf iinjuft. 
Takes all things blindly up on truft ; 
VVhilft Curiosity, whofe rage 
No Mercy {hews to Sex or Age, 
Muft be indulged at the expcnce 
Of Judgment J Truths and Common Senfe^ 
Impodures cannot but prevail. 
And when old Miracles grow ftale. 
Jugglers will ftill the art purfue. 
And entertain the world with New, 

For Them, obcdr«nt to their will. 
And trembling at their mighty ikill. 
Sad Spirits, fummon'd from the tomb. 
Glide glaring ghaftly thro' the gloom. 
In all the ufual Pomp of dorms. 
In horrid cuftomary forms, 
A Wolf, a Bear, a Horfc, an Ape, 
As Fear and Fancy give them (hape. 
Tormented with defpair and pain. 
They roar, they yell, and clank the chain. 
Folly and Guilt (for Guilt, however 
The face of Courage it may wear. 
Is ftill a Coward at the heart) 
JVt fear-created phantoms ftart. 
The Priest, that very world implies 
That he's both innocent and wife, 
Tfet fears to travel in the dark, 
\Jnlefs cfcorted by his Clerk. 

But let not ev'ry Bungler deem 
Too lightl/ of to deep a fch^me. 
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For reputation of the Art, 

Each Ghost mud aft a proper part, 

Obferve Decorum's needful grace. 

And keep the laws of Time and Place^ 

Muft change, with happy variation. 

His manners with his fituation. 

What in the Country might pafs down^ 

Would be impertinent in Town. 

No Spirit oi difcrethn here 

Can think of breeding awe and fear^ 

'Twill ferve the purpofe more by half 

To make the Congregation laugh. 

We want no enfigns of furprize. 

Locks ftiflF with gore, and fawcer eyes. 

Give us an entertaining Sprite^ 

Gentle, Familiar, and Polite,^ 

One 4vho appears in fuch a form 

As might an holy Hermit warm. 

Or who on former fchemes refines. 

And only talks by founds and figns. 

Who will not to the eye appear. 

But pays her vifits to the ear. 

And knocks fo gently, 'twould not firight 

A Lady in the darkeft Night. 

Such is Our Fanny, whofe good will. 

Which cannot in the Grave lie ftill. 

Brings her on Earth to entertain 

Her friends and Lovers in Cock-Lanx. 

END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 
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GHOST. 

BOOK 11. 

A Sacred ftandard Rule we find 
By Poets held time out of mind, 
To offer at Apollo*s fhrine. 
And call on One^ or All the Nine. 

This Cuftom, thro* a B/^j?^ zeal; 
Which Moderns ^i fine Hafie muft feci* 
For thofe who wrote in days of yore. 
Adopted (lands like many more^ 
Tho* ev'ry Caufe, which then confpir'd 
To make it prafilis'd and admir'd. 
Yielding to Time's deftruflive courfe^. 
For ages pad hath loft its force. 

With antient Bards, and Invocation 
Was a true aft of Adoration. 
Of Worfliip an eflential part, 
And not a formal piece of Art, 
Of paultry reading a Parade, 
A dull folemnity in trade, 
A pious Fever, taught to burn 
An hour or two, to ferve a turn. 

Tl\e>j 
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They talk'd not of Cast ali an Springs 
By way of faying pretty things^ 
As we drefs out our flimfy Rhimes ; 
'Twas the Religion of the Timesj 
And they believM that hly dream 
With greater force made Fancy teem. 
Reckoned by all a true fpecific 
To make the barren brain prolific. 
Thus Romish Church (a fcheme which bears 
Not half fo much excufe as theirs) 
Since Faith implicitly hath taught her. 
Reveres the force of Holy Water. 

- The Pagan System, whether true 
Or falfe, its {Irength, like Buddings, drew 
From many parts difpos'd to bear 
In one great Whole, their proper fhare. 
Each God of eminent degree. 
To fome vaft Beam comparM might be; 
Each God LING was a Peg, or rather 
A Crampy to keep the Beams together ; 
And Man as fafely might pretend 
From Jove the t bunder-bolt to rend^ 
As with an impious pride afpire 
To rob Apollo of his Lyre. 

With fettled faith and pious awe, 
Eftablifti'd by the voice of Law, 
Then Poets to the Muses came. 
And from their Altars caught the flame. 
Genius, with Phoebus for his jguide, 
The Muss afcendingby his fide^ 

Wii 
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With tow'ring pinions darM to (bar^ 
Where eye could fcarcely drain before. 

But why (hould Wb, who cannot feel 
Thefe glowings of a Pagan zeal. 
That wild intbujiajlic force. 
By which, above her common courfe. 
Nature in Ecjlacy up-bome, 
Look'd down on earthly things with fcorn ; 
Who have no more regard, *tis known. 
For their Religion than our own. 
And feel not half fo fierce a flame 
At Clio's as at Fisher's name; 
ff7?o know thefe hos^Red Jacred Jlreams 
Were mere romantic idle dreams, 
That Thames has waters clear as thofe 
Which on the top of Pin D us rofe. 
And that the Fancy to refine. 
Water's not half fo good as Wine ; 
iybo know, if Profit ftrikes our eye. 
Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 
Th' whole fountain would not thither lead 
So foon as one poor jug from Tweed ; 
H^ho, if to raife poetic fire. 
The Pow'r of Beauty we require. 
In any public place can view 
More than the Grecians ever knew; 
If /f?/ into the fcale is thrown. 
Can boaft a Lenox of our own; 
Why fliould we fervile cuftoms chufe, 
And court an antiquated Mufe ? 
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luded from his purpos'd way; 
horn ev'ry ftep leads more aftray ; 
ho gazing round can no where fpy, 
houfe, or friendly cottage nigh, 
d refelution feems to lack 
» venture forward or go back) 
'oke fome Goddess to defcend, 
J help me to my journey's end. 
lo' confcious Arrow all the white, 
:ars the petition with a fmile, 
fore the glafs her charms unfolds, 
id in her f elf my Mufe beholds. 

Truth, Goddess of celeftial bihh. 
It little lov'd, or known on earth, 
hofe powV but feldom rules the heart, 
hofe name, with hypocritic art^ 
1 errant ftalking horfe is made, 
fnug pretence to drive a trade, 
1 inftrument conveniem grown 
3 plant, more firmly, Falshood's throne,. 
; Rebels varnifti o'er their caufe 
'ith fpecious colouring of Laws, 
id pious Traitors draw the knife 
the King's Name again ft his lifcy 
^hether (from Cities far away, 
^here Fraud and Faljbood fcorn thy fway) 
he faithful Nymph's and Shepherd's pridck 
Tith Love and Virtue by thy fide, 
our hours in harmlefs joys are fpent 
mongft the Children of Content \ 
►r, fond of gaiety and fport^ 
m tread the round of Englk'SD?^ Coo^"^* 
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Howe'er my Lord may frowning go, 

And Ireat the Stranger as a Foe^ 

Sure to be found a welcome gueft 

In George's and in Charlotte's breail; 

If, in the giddy hours of Youth, 

My conftant foul adher'd to Truth; 

If from the Time I firft wrote Man, 

I ftill purfu'd thy facrcd plan. 

Tempted by Intereft in vam 

To wear mean Fal(hood*s golden chain ; 

If, for -a feafon drawn away. 

Starting from Virtue's path aftray. 

All low difguife I fcorn'd to try. 

And darM to fm, but not to lyo ; 

Hither, O hither, condefccnd. 

Eternal Truth, thy fteps to bend, 

And favour Him^ who cv'ry hour, 

Confefles and obeys thy pow^r ! 

But come not with that cafy mien. 
By which you won the lively Dean, 
Nor yet affume that Strumpet air. 
Which Rabelais taught thee firft to wear. 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face. 
Which with Cervantes gave thee gracq^ 
But come in facred vefture clad. 
Solemnly dull, and truly fad ! 

Far from thy feemly Matron train 
Be Idiot Mirth, and Laughter vain 1 
For Wit and Humour, which pretend 
At once to pleafe us and amend. 



T H E G H O S T. 163 

Tbry are not for my prefent turn, 

Let them remain in Franct with Sterne. 

Of Nobleft City Parents born, 
Whom Wealth and Dignities adorn. 
Who ftill one conftant tenor keep. 
Nor quite awake, nor quite afleep. 
With Thee, let formal Dullness come^ 
And deep Attention, ever dumb, 
Who on her lips her fingers lays, 
Whilft ev'ry circumftancc flie weighs, 
VVhofe down-caft Eye is often found, 
Bent without motion to the ground, 
Or, to fome outward thing confined. 
Remits no image to the mind, 
No pregnant mark of meaning bears, 
But ftupid without Vifion (lares ; 
Thy fteps let Gravity attend, 
Wifdonfz and Trutb*% unerring friend. 
For One may fee with half tn eye. 
That Gravity can never lye; 
And his arch'd brow, pullM o'er his eyes. 
With folemn proof proclaims him JVife. 

Free from all waggeries and fports^ 
The produce of luxurious Courts j 
Where Sloth and Luft enervate Youth, 
Come Tbou^ a down-right City Truth ; 
The City, which we ever find ^ 

A fober pattern for mankind. 
Where Man^ in Equilibrio hung. 
Is feldom OJd^ and never Yo>m^ 
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And from the Cradle to the Grave, 
Not Virtue's friend, nor Vice's flave ; 
hs Dancers on the Wire we fpy, . 
Hanging between the Earth and Sky. 

She comes 1 fee her from afar, 

Bending her courfe to Tempk^Bar :. 
All fage and filent is her tram. 
Deportment grave> and garments plain. 
Such as may fuit a Parfon*s wear. 
And fit the Head-piece of a Mayor, 

By Truth infpir'd, our Bacon's force 
Open'd the waj; to Learning's fource ; 
Boyle thro' the works of Nature ran; 
And Newton, fomething more than Man, 
Div'd into Nature's hidden fprings. 
Laid bare the principles of things, 
Above the earth our fpirits bore, 
And gave us Worlds unknown before. 
By Truth Infpir'd, when Lauder's fpight ^ 
O'er Milton caft the Veil of Night, 
Douglas arofe, and thro' the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways, 
Came where the fubtle Traitor lay. 
And dragg'd him trembling to the day j 
Whilft He (O (hame to nobleft parts> 
Difhonour to the Lib'ral Arts, 
To traffic in fo vile a fchemef) 
Whilft He, our Lettered Polypheme 
Who had Confederate forces join'd. 
Like a.bafc Coward, (kuHc'd behind*. 
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f Truth infpir'd, our Critics go 
track Fin GAL in Highland fnow, 
form their own and others Creed 
rom Manujcripts they cannot read. 
)r Truth infpir'd, we numbers fee 
f each Profeflion and degree, 
entle and Simple, Lord and Cit, 
^it without wealth, wealth without wit; 
^hen Punch and Sheridan have done, 
Fanny's Gbojlly Le^ures run ; 
f Truth and Fanny now infpirM, 
feel my glowing bofom firM ; 
efire beats high in ev'ry vein 
ofing the Spirit of Cock-Lane ; 

tell (jud as the meafure flows 

1 halting rhime, half verfc, half profc) 
/ith more than mortal arts endu'd, 
ow She united force withftood, 

nd proudly gave a brave defiance 
o IVit and Dullnefs in Alliance. 

This APPARITION (with relation 
o antient modes of Derivation, 
bis we may properly fo call, 
Itliough it ne'er appears at all, 
s by the way of Innuendo^ 
ucus is made a non lucendo) 
jpcrior to the vulgar mode^ 
lobly difdains that fervile road, 
l^hich Coward Ghofts, as it appears, 
[ave walk'd in full five thoufand years. 
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And for reftraint too mighty grown, 
Strikes out a method of ber 6wn. 

Others, may meanly ftart away, 
Aw'd by the Herald of the Day, 
With faculties too weak to bear 
The freflinefs of the Morning air, 
May vanifti with the melting gloom. 
And glide in filenge to the tomb ; 
She dares the Sun's nioft piercing light. 
And knocks by Day as well as ^fight. 
Others, with mean gnd partial view. 
Their vifits pay to one or two ; 
She, great in Reputation grown, 
Keeps the beft company in Town- 
Our aSive enterprifing Ghoft, 
As large and fplendid Routs can boaft 
As thofe which, rais'd by Pride's comn()and» 
Block up the paflgge thro' the Strand, 

Great adepts in the fighting trade. 
Who f^rv'd their time on the Parade ; 
She Saints who, true to pleafur^'s plan. 
Talk about God, and luft for man ; 
Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghoft, 
And Fools, who worlhip ev'ry poft ; . ^ 

Cowards, whofe lips with war are hujng; 
Men truly brave, who hold their tongue ;, . 
Courtiers, who, laugh they know not why, 
And Cits, whofor the fame caufe cry; 
The canting Tabernacle Brother, 
(For one Rogue ftill fiifpeQs another) 

LadL( 
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I Ladies, who to a Spirit fly, 
Rather than with their Hujhands lie ; 
Lords, who as chadly pafs their lives 
With other Women as their Wives \ 
Proud of their intellects and cloaths, 
Phyficians, Lawyers, Parfons, Beaux, 
And, truants from their deiks and (hops. 
Spruce Temple Clerks, and 'Prentice Fops, 
To Fanny come, with the fame view. 
To find her falfe, or find her true. 

Hark ! fometbing creeps about the houfe ! 
Is IT a Spirit^ or a Moufi f 
Hark! fomething/rn^/r&^x round the room ! 
A Cfl/, a Rat^ T^fiuWd BirdhBroom. 
Hark I on the wainfcot now it tnccks ! 
If Thou'rt a Gbofty cry'd Orthodox, 
With that aflFeaed folemn air 
Which Hypocrites deligh^tD wear 
And all thoit forms of Conseqjjence 
Which F00L8 adopt inllead ofSemfi, 
If thouVt a Gbojl, who from the tomb 
Stalk*ft fsidly Jilent thro* this gloom. 
In breach of Nature's ftated laws. 
For goodf or bad^ or for no caufe. 
Give now nine knocks ; like Priests of old^ 
Nine we a /acred Number hold. 

'Pflia, cry'd Profound^ (a man of partSy 
Deep read in all the curious Arts, 
Who to their hidden fprings had trac'd 
The force of Numbers rigbiij ^ac'i^ 



Kir 



- ^. ^ ..r..^^ one knocked, and 'J 

The Crowd, confounded and ama2 
Jn filence at each other gaz'd 

From CWs hand the Snuff-box f 
1 iNSEL, who ogled with the Belle 

To p,ck it up attempts in vam/ 
He ftoops, but cannot rife again. 

/««^«* Pomp oso was not heard 
T ""port one crabbed foreign word. 
Fear fe.zes Heroes, Fools and Wits, 
And Plausible his pray'rs forgets. 

At length, as People juft awake 

All talk'd at once, but not a word 
Was underflood, or plainly heard. 
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AR and CoNFUMowr found retreat, 

uASON and Order take their feat. . 

le fad confirmM beyond aH doubt^ 

bey now would find the caufes out. 

ir this a facred rule we find 

noQg the niceft of Mankind^, 

'^hich never might Inception brook 

om HoBBEs e'en down to Bolingbroke, 

o doubt of fafts, however true, 

nlefs they know the caufes too. 

Trifle, of whom 'twas hard to tell 
/^hen he intended ill or well, 
iho, to prevent all farther pother, 
robably meant nor one nor toother, 
^ho to be filent alwayslbth, 
^ould fpeak on either fide, or both, 
^ho, led awayvby love of Fame, 
' any new Idea came^ 
Vhsitc'tT ittroode for, always faid it, 
fot with an cj^e'to Truth, but Credit ; 
or Orator^ pr^f^j ftji^ knojvi), 
Talk n6't for our (ake, but tbeir own ; 
Vho always fliew'd his tsAcuis bed 
Vhe^i ferious thirds were, turn'd to jeft, 
ind, under niuch inipertinence, ^ 

^oflfefs'd no common ^re of fenfe i 
iVho cquld deceive the ilyiDjg hours, 
With chat on Butterflies aod Flow'rs; 
3ould talk of Powder, Patches, Paint, 
With the fame zeal as of a Saltvt v 
Vol. I. I ^^^ 
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Could prove a Jjiii/. brighter far, : 
Than Fenus or the- Morning S(ar;[ . 
. 'Whilft fomeihing ftill fo gayi fo new,-: ; 
The fmile of approbation drew 
And Females ey'd the charming man, 
Whilft their hearts fluttery jwith their Fan; 
Trifle, who would by dq nqeans mifs 
An opportunity like this. 
Proceeding on his ufual plan, 
SmiPdf JlroalCd bis chin, and thus began. 

With Sheers, or Scijfan, Sword, or Ki'fe, 
When the Fates cut the .thread of life, 
( For if we to the Grave are fent. 
No matter with what injlrument) 
The Body in fome kmely §)otj . 
On dung-hill vile, is laid to rot, 
Or fleeps among more holy dead. 
With Pray Vs/r/w^r^n//p read|.; 
The Soul is fent, where Fate prdain$, : 
To reap rewards, to fuffer paine.. , . . 

The Virtuous to'thofe'manfions-go. 
Where Pleafures unembitter'd flow, 
Where, leading up a jocund band. 
Vigour and Ybura dance hand in hand, 
Whilft Zephyr, with barmbnieus gales, 
Pipes fofteft Mufic thro' the vales, 
And Spring and Flora; gaily crownM, ' 
With Felvet Carpets fpread the ground ; 
With livelier bJuJh where Rofes bloom. 
And ev^ry (hub expires fcrjume^ 
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Where cbryftal ftreams meandring glides 
Where warbling flows the amber tide^ 
Where other Suns dart brighter beams. 
And LIGHT thto* purer ather ftreams. 

Far other feats, far diflPrent ftate 
The Sons of Wickednefs await. 
Justice (not that old Hag I mean. 
Who's nightly in the Garden feen. 
Who lets no fpark of Mercy rife 
For Crimes, by which men lofe their eyes ; 
Nor Her, who with an equal hand. 
Weighs Tea and Sugar in the Strand. 
Nor Her who, by the World deem'd wife, 
Deaf to the Widow's piercing cries, 
SteelM 'gainft the ftarving Orphan's tears. 
On Pawns her bafe Tribunal rears ; 
But Her who, after Death prefides. 
Whom facred Truth unerring guides. 
Who, free from partial influence. 
Nor finks, nor raifes Evidence^ 
Before whom nothing's in the dark. 
Who takes no Bribe, and keeps tkO^Clerli) 
Justice with equal fcale below. 
In due proportion weighs out woe. 
And always with fuch lucky aim 
Knows punifliments fo fit to frame. 
That flie augments their grief and pain. 
Leaving no reafon to complain. 

Old Maids and Rakes are join'd together^ 
Coquettes and Prudes, fikc April wtavVv^t \ 



> *»"a nevtr re^ 



III ^' ^"^e compcli'd ,0 

She, who on earH. -, 

''<'«>n,'d tonics ?"'''^ 
Ti^<= change oTTeal'^'P"* 
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T hence y with each due return of Night, 

Tompell'd, the /j//, thhiy half-ftarvM Sprite 

>hall earth re-vifit, and furvey 

J he place where once his trcafurc lay, 

>hall view they?*///, where boly Pridi^, 

vVith lettered IcNORANCE allied, 

Dnce haird him mighty and adored, 

3efcended to another Lord. 

Then (hall He fcreaming pierce the air, 

-lang his lank jaws, and fcowl defpair; 

Then fliall ?Ie ban at Heaven's decrees, 

'Xnd, howling, fink to Hdl for cafe. 

Thofe, who on Earth thro* life have part. 
With equal pace, from firft to lafti 
Sor vexM with pftflioM, nor with fpleen, 
tnftpld, eafy, and fercne, 
VVhofc headi were mtde too weak to bear 
The weight of bufinffs, or of care* 
Who without Merits without Cr/W, 
Contriv'd to while away their time, 
Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wits, 
.^///^ Justice with a fmile, permits 
Still to purfue their darling plan. 
And find amufemcnl how they can. 

The Beau, in f^audieft plumage draft. 
With lucky Fane ;\ o'er the reft 
Of AIR a cii. :(JiTs mantle throws, 
And cliAts among his Brother Beaux ; 
Or, if the weather's fine and dear. 
No fign of rain or tempeft neaiT, 

l3 
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The Belle (wh,(n„ 

^^u^safrcr death adn, 

'^'^''''•'-.■rv grace renew 

J;,'?" Coxcomb's M 

AAear..s.//^hichB.A 

Infomeft;/,, fo,,^ 
Behold a group of Ai;t« 

^.«//.««BAKDs,a„d/J. 

And!? ""'*^°''*''«''« 

And. T'''""'"''^ 
And laugh and pn,«Ie,wriee 
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Acknowledged Mafter of thofe feats, 
Fibber his Birth- Day Odes repeats. 

With Triumph now poflefs that feat, 
^ith Triumph now thy Odes repeat^ 
Jnrivaird Vigils proudly keep, 
kVhilft ev'ry hearer'a lull'd to fleep ; 
But know, illuftrious Bard, when PaUf 
trVhich flill purfues thy name with hate. 
The Rigal Laurel blafts, which now 
ilooms on the placid Whitehead's browy 
^.ow mufl defcend thy Pride and Fame, 
\nd Gibber's be the fecond Name.. 

Here Trifle cough'd (for Coughing ftill, 
Sears witnefs of the Speaker''^ (kill. 
\ neceflary piece of art, 
Df RhetWic an effential part, 
\TkA Adepts in the Speaking trade 
Seep a Cough by them ready tnade^ 
Which they fuccefsfully difpenfe 
When at a lofs for words or fenfe) 
Here Trifle cough'd; here paus'd«-but while 
He ft rove to recolle£t. hisyjw//^. 
That happy, engine of his art. 
Which triumphed o'er the female heart, • 
Credulity, the Child of Folly,. 
Begot on Cloyjler^d Melancholy, , 
Who heard, with grief, the florid Fool 
Turn facred things to ridicule. 
And faw him, led by Whim away. 
Still farther from the fubje£t ftray, 

14 ^>^ 



Gravely ^l'**™'^'<«*i»g 
And when l„p. f"***^/ 

Lift up their Jen wl* *Sl ^^'^ 

on'y.oieuheS:;'*r^;^p"'* 
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^OMPOso, Plausible, and I, 
iVith Fanny, have agreed to try 
\ deep concerted fchemc. This nighty 
I'o fix, or to deftroy Her quite. 
If it be True, before we*vc done. 
We'll make it glaring as the Sun j 
[f it btfdlfe, admit no doubt, 
Ere Morning's dawn we'll find it out. 
[nto the vaulted womb of Death, 
Where Fanny now, deprived of breath. 
Lies feft'ring, wliilft her troubled SpriU 
^ds horror to the gloom of night, 
Will IVe defcend, and bring from thence 
Proofs of fuch force to Common Senfe. 
Vain Triflers (hall no more deceive, 
And Atheists tremblei and believe. 

He faid, and ceasM ; the Chamber rung 
With due applaufc from cv'ry tonguo. 
The mingled found (now let me fee. 
Something by way of Simile) 
Was it more like Strymonian Cranesp 
Or IVindsy low murtn^ring^ when it rain*. 
Or drotAffy'hum of cluJlWing Bees^ 
Or the hoarfe roar of angry Seas ? 
Or ( ftill to heighten and explain. 
For elfe our Simile is vain ) 
Shall we declare it, like ell four ^ 
A Screamy a Murmur ^ Hum, and Roar f 



Let Fancy now in awful dale 
Prcfent this grta^ Triumvirkt^^ 
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T''^ C/ock Hrikes Tw. 
fvvears, 

i"0.;^.weknow,aswen 

May ufe at will „r '^^^ 
/ -I will or one or t 

7,*""««. from his cafl-c 

Js meek as good, who rfrew,; 
f'™", that Weft „„io„,Xn 
P^^A8.R.w« Bride to Vx^. 

W,.^-.. P'^eciousgift one 
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Doubts in his boding heart arife. 
And fancied Speflrcs blaft his eyes. 
Devotion fprings (roni zh}e€t fear ^ 
And (lamps his Pray'rs for once (incere. 

Pom PC so (infolent and loud. 
Vain idol of z fcribbling crowd, 
Whofe very name infpires an awe, 
Whofe evVy word is Senfe and Law, 
For what his Greatnefs haih decreed. 
Like Laws of Persia and of Mede, 
Sacred thro' all the realm of IVity 
Muft never of Repeal admit ; 
Who, curfing flatt'ry, is the tool 
Of evVy fawning, flattVing fool j 
Who wit with jealous eye furveys. 
And fickens at another's praife ; 
Who, proudly feiz*d of Learmn£% throne. 
Now damns all Learning but his own ; 
Who fcorns thofe common wares to trade in> 
Reas^mng^ Convincing, and Perfuading, 
But makes each Sentence current pafs, - 
With Puppy, Coxcomb, Scoundrel, Af$ ; 
For 'tis with him a certain rule, 
The Fofly's prov'd when he calls Fool ; 
Who, to increafe his native ftrength, 
Draw^ words fix fyllables in length. 
With which, aflided with a frown 
By way of Club, he knocks us down ; 
Who 'bove the Vulgar dares to rife. 
And Senfe and Decency defies ; 



liis Comrades' terrors to beguile. 
GV/V/./Vy bornb/y a gbafily fmtle\ 
Features fo horrid, were it lighi 
Would put the Devil himfelf to 

Such were the Three in Name \ 
Whom Zeal and Judgment fi 
'i o try the Sprite on Reason's pi 
Whether it was of Gf^d or Mai 

Dark wai the Night, it wai tht 
When Tmror reigni In fulled 
When, as the Learn'd of old 1 
The yawning Grave gives up her < 
When Murder, Rapine by h( 
Stalks o'er the earth with Giant { 
0//r Quixotes (for that ^m^i/ 
Was not in TnirK Kv k..ir c^ i^t 
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^oinMng at Graves ; and in the Rear, 

Tremblings and talking loud, went Fear. 

The Church-yard tcem'd— th' unTettled ground* 

As in an Ague, fliook around ; 

While in fome dreary vault confinM, 

Or riding' on the Mh^ju Wind^ 

HoRRoRy which turns the heart to ftone, 

In dreadful (bi>nds was heard to groan. 

All daring, wild^ and out of breath. 

At length they reach ihe place of death. 

A Vault it was* long tinae applied 
To hold the lad remains of Pride : 
No Beggar there, of humble race* 
And humble fortunes, Bnds a {dace* 
To reft in Pomp as ^ell as Eafe 
The only way's to pay the Pees. 
FooLs,RocuEs,andWHOi&Es,if^iV&andGrrtf/» 
Proud e'en in death, here rot in State. 
No Thieves dilrobe the vjell-drtfi Dead^ 
No Plumbers fteal the facred lead, 
Quiet and fafe the Bodies lie, / 

\ No Sextons^/, bo SuacEaNs buy. 

Thrice each the pond'rous key apply'd. 
And Tbrice to turn it vainly try'd. 
Till taught by Prudence to unite. 
And flcaining with coUefted might. 
The (lubborn wards refift no mofef 
But open flies the growling door* 

Thrct 
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Tl^ fnsMed tt^^,^^ acker pace . 
The tbrobbmg »»»' ^^^^^ hausj 

Cold fweats bedew ^^^ bofom <:V"^' ^^ 

Bv Heav'n deUgn ^^ ^.^n^ 

TW - ^^ "^ft p.™"-'/"' 
A»J !"'«• "( u„« to fo-e"! 

H" '^"°!d .a to kwy >»"'' 

The diaates of V ^^^ Town. 

ShaUTbey.tbeW' ^^^^down? 

A"<i ""'^'Itlet Courage aU admire. 
V^hofc ^^f^f.^^ ttflc retire? 
Inglorious from ^^ ^^^^ ^^^^e. 

And fn^dfh e«^ 
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[f M E and Pi^ausible were found, • • 

By Jbadowi aw'd, to quit their ground; 
How would Fools Uugh, (houid it appear 
PoMPoso was the flavc of Fear? 
'* Perifli the thought ! tho* to our eyes 
'* In all its terrors Hell fliould rife, 
" Tho' thoufand Ghofts, in dread array, 
** With glaring eye balls, crofs our way. 
" The' Caution, ttembiing, (lands aloof, 
*< Still we will on, and dare the proof,'* 
They ftid; and without farther halt, 
Dauntlefs march'd onward to the Vault. 

What mortal men, whoe'er drew breath. 
Shall break into the Houfe of Death 
With foot vnballov>*d, and from thence 
The MyftVies of that State difpenfe, 
Unlefs they, with due rites, prepare 
Their weaker fenfe fuch fights to bear. 
And gain permiffion from the State^ 
On Earth their journal to relate ? 
Poets themfelves, without a crime. 
Cannot attempt it e'en in Rbimey 
But always, on fuch grand occafion. 
Prepare a folemn Invocation^ 
A Poefy for grim Pluto weave. 
And in fmooth numbers a(k his leave. 
But why this Caution ? why prepare 
Rites, needlefs now ? for tbrice in air 
The Spirit of the Night hath Jneez^d^ 
And thrice hath clap'd his wings well-pleas'd. • 
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